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Spoken by a Chir p. 


AKE me to ſpeak a prologue ! Ii be wild? 
A 1 Lord ! are prolegues for a child? 
uch beathen wordt | ſo bard to bring em pat in! 

The drama Arbent—G od knows bow much Latin! 
Then if i miſtake a word, you know, 
There's Mr. Wilks within would ſnub one ſous 
But I muſt do't. 1. fees i 

Plays, like am „ in form ate ſhewn, 
When fi ft they've public 1 of the town ; 
The prologue ceremoniouſly baranguet, 
And moves your pity for the author's peng; 
Acgugints you that be ſtands bebind the ſcenes, 
And trembles for the facing of bis brains. 
Or with——Nay, if the poet peeps, I wory 
He puts me clearly cut——Or with a bow, 
CI mean a curtſey) {Curtſeying] beg the ladies pity; 
Or elſe in thread-bare jeſſi affront the city; 
Or gravely tell you, what you knzeo before, 
Hew Ben and Shakeſpeare wrote in day: of yore ; 
Then damn the criticks firſt, that envious train, 
Who, right or zurong, reſolve to damn again. 
Our author ſceti, like bards ef - Greece, 
To make bis play end prologue of a pier; 
He leads you-to the rural ſcenes, to prove 
The country bargain fill ii love for love. 
Ob, Covent-Garden | nurſery of ills} / 
Fam d for conſumption both of wit—and pills ; 
Who would not guit thy walks, and wice in faſhion, * * 
The doubts and fears of mercenary paſſion, \&:4 
For ſafe complying nympbi, unknowing ſinners, © 
A «vw unbeugbt love ip cleag'y pinners ! "2 
Hold——xobat come: next 7 [Looking on a'paper.] 

T'll never ſay't ; in ſpori. 

We've bigger afirefſes art fitter for | 
Lord, bow you laugh ! as 'twere ſome naughty joks, + 
Sure there's no wickedneſs in bt I ſpoke. 
How fond I ſay ſuch things, who. never knew 
What hiſſing „ before I play'd Miſs Prue ? 


N | 
ra 6.12) 
Spoken by Ava in Boy's Clothes. 

S, the poet's champion here I fand; 
27 by ** be demand; N 
"Tis my opinion that bis cauſe is good, 


And I |! defend it with my beart's beft blood ; 
Fil e you, my but boys, tht round parade, 


oy 
*. . 
- - 
” 
* 


* 


| 


— Codſe! theſe breecbes have ſo fired my bra; 
oy 12 eaſy till I've kill'd my — 8 1 
hat ! not one beau flep forth to give me battle; 

Where are thoſe pretty things that uſed to tattle 
Such tender 51 5 .be re all ſa civil, 
They bate a naked weapen; "tis the devil. 

—— ow let me die, my dear, Sir Coxcomb criet, 
Yow want no other weapons, but your eyes, 


I bate theſe fawning triflers, and declare SCE! 
Againſt all ſmock-faced criticks open war. Genel 
Know, gentlemen, the poet's my ally, ts ſee, 
And il defend bim to the laſ, or die; Enter M 
4 _ is out 5 I'll never baſely ſue, 
or ſheath it while my enemy's in view; 
No bribes, no tricks, no — of my face, Heart. 
Include us beth i'th' treaty, if you For ; f the þ 
But faith, I'll never make a ſeparate peace. : bo 
Ne, ye French heroes, I'll not take your word, h 
You'll beat a man when you bave got bis ſword ; * 
4, that's your pley I knew ye, Sirs, of old, — 
ou bully like the devi it your gold; oy = ” 
What muſt we de, then ) —Sertie plenipo t, * 0 ne 
And bravely, ſeord in band, treat with our feet, I. Be 
To you tue Ay, ye charitable fair, th bel 
To put — end - this dramatic war z F 1 on = 
Your ſmiles will cauſe all beſtile ati to cea ſe, 
And make a laſting, honourable peace. _ 
PS»: | ſtraw ha 
ores IN 5 IF has 
bn de. . fluſhes o 
- >Dmmatis Perſonæ. heart, 
3 2 1 «6 / _— 
2 of thy j« 
3 ME N. 1s all 1 
HzARTWELL, in love with Flora., Ade. 
Mob zT v. ez « 
FarrnotD. * 
Heart. 


Sir Joun ExGL1*H, 


: Luxcurs, Nephew to Sir John, health, 


Caris over arms or terſe, or 
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SCENE, on open Country in Perſpective, with a 
Gentleman's Seat on a Hill, at the Foet of which 
1s ſeen a Farm-bouſe. 


Enter Modely and Heartwell, in Riding Habits; a 
Foomen appearing, &c. 


EAD our horſes round to the farm- 
houſe which ſtands yonder at the foot 
of the hill. 

Made. We'll walk croſs the fields, and meet you 
there. 

Heart. You heard the country fellows ſay we 
were ſeven miles from any town; you know our 
horſes are ſo lame, it will be impoſſible to travel on; 
you ſce the ſun is finking from the top of vonder 
hill, Be content, George; to-night thou ſhalt have 
thy beloved miſtreſs. Variety, and lie in a barn, in 
a warm barn, upon a tfuſs of clean ftrraww— 

Mode. With a wholeſome country girl, whoſe 
breath is ſweeter than the bloom of violets, in a 
ſtraw hat, a kerſey gown, and a white dimity waiſt- 
coat; with natural red and white that innocently 
fluſhes over her face, and ſhews every motion of her 
heart. 

Heart. Thus thy imaginations always cheat thee 
of thy joys, No, no; if we get credit for a barn, 
tis all I expect. This is a change of life, however. 

Mode. True; we tread no more the ſame inſipid 
circle; our pains quicken our pleaſures, and diſap- 
pointments give ſpirit to our joys. 

. Heart, Ha! then a man ſhould be fick to reliſh 
ealth, 

Mode. Wherefore has nature opened this wild ir- 
regular ſcene of various pleaſures; why given us ap- 
petites, paſſions, limbs, but to poſſeſs, deſire, en- 
Joy her Mautiful creation? I'll travel over, and taſte 
every bleſſing; nor wait till the tired ſenſe palls with 
poſſeſſion, but fly from joy to joy, unſated, freſh 
for new delighte, 

Heart. Do ſo, make yourſelf as good an enter- 
tainment as you can poſſibly form in imagination 
while I walk forward, and endeayour to get a real 
ſupper and a bed. [ Going. 

Made. Nay, I'll go with you. You know I am 
no Platonicz in love or mutton, I always fall to 

ithout ceremony. { Exeunt. 
ÞCENE opens, and diſcovers Flora, Aura, and 
ſome Country Maids and Men dancing, with a Fid- 
dle before them, finging the Burden 4 the Ballad, 
The Lads and the Lafſes a Sheep-heering go. 


, Aura. In ſhort, my feet are out o meaſure; I am 
4 with-the mirth of the day. 

| + You have won the garland of the green; 

ne ſheep-ſheerers have given you the honours of 

peir feaſt 3 you muſt pay the fees, and dance out 

| x debt. — Flrſt we'll have the ſheep-ſhecring 


Heart. 


The SHEEP-SHEERING, 2 Ballad. 


J. : 
When the roſe is in bud, and blue violets blow; 
When the birds ſing us love-ſongs on every bouth 3 
When cowſlips, and daifies, and daffodils ſpread, 
And adorn and perfume the green flowery mead ; 
When without the plough 
Fat oxen low, 


The lads and the laſſes a ſheep-ſheering g0. 
II. 


— 


The cleanly milk-pail 
Is fill'd with brown ale; 
Our table's the graſs; 
Where we kiſs and we ſing, 
And we dance in a ring, 
And every _ has his laſs. 
III. 
The ſhepherd ſheers his jolly fleece, 
How much richer than that which they ſay was ig 
Greece ! 
"Tis our cloth and our food, 
And our politic blood; 
»Tis the ſeat which our nobles all fit on?: 
"Tis a mine above ground, 
Where our treaſure is found; 
"Tis the gold and the ſilver of Britain, 

Aura. Now, Clodden, once more thy hand, if 
thou dareft venture t'other trip. 

[ Dance, end exeunt omnes, except Aura and Flora. 
—Coufin, I' go to London. 

Flora. What new lure has Satan employed to 
my you thither? 

ura. Only to ſee ſome of my own ſpecies, a few 
men and women; for I cannot look on the things 
we talk'd to juſt now, but as beings between men 
and beaſts, and of an inferior nature to the people 
who grow in cities, If I ſtay longer among theſe 
ſavages, I ſhall not have vanity enough to keep my- 
ſelf clean. I muſt go to London to recover my 
pride; *cis ſtarving here. 

Flora, And yet, how often have I heard thee rail 
at London, and call it an infectious congregation of 
vapours, an aſſemblage of falſhood and hypocriſy ? 

Aura. Tis true; but my affections have teken 
another turn, The heart of a woman, girl, like 
a bowl down a hill, continually changes as it rolls. 
I declare ſeriouſly, I never knew my own mind twh 


hours together in my life. 
Flora. Coufin, thou art a very wild ſap. | 
Aura. We ate all ſo in our hearts. What girly 
whoſe whole compoſition is not dough and phlegm, 
would quit the management of her fan for a ſhep- 
herdeis s crook, or gather daifies in the meads, aud 
make garlands for lambs, when the may pick up 
hearts in the ring, and make conqueſts of men; or 
be content to behold the muddy efleion of her don 


face in a pond, when Se may glide thro' a crowd of 
living mirrors in the drawing-room, and be flattered 


by the whole beau monde — But, o my conſcien 
here = are} e 
2 


Tu 


ence of your ee Aſk him with a loo of pity, 
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Flora. What? and "tis j 
mpoſſible h 
Aura. Men, my dear, men — human WE Aura. Will you RE * *. * A 
RAE they move towards us; my heart beats| Flora. I am h If afraid! if you wan'd ſecond — 
ole „ ancemmon fight ; does not thine too? | Aura. Never fear, my girl: I'll ſtand — — _ 
. „ and tell truth. thee— Gentlemen, we'll endeavour to — 2 . 
ora. Remember your character, compoſe your- vou ſhali have an anſwer in the turn of a ſecon- 5 — 2 
— 75 your manners in your pocket, and be a ; Exeunt Flora Fs _—P 
own for a moment, Heart. ; e- 2 
Enter Modely and Heartwell as Flora and Aura art — 2g r TEIIEIEG ite — N 
ging off- Made. 1 never beheld any thi ; Een 
Mode. Pretty maidens, ſtay one moment; turn] Heart. What a — : 3 e 
again and give your aſſiſtance to two honeſt fellows { Mode. An air, a mien, an inſtep, a foot! / 
= 6000p a horſes are lame, tis late, we have] Heart. Why, you don't mean my girl? ; — 
0 e 4. N : 2 1 Mode. Nor you mine, I hope? | — 
. wou'd kno e . ine i i tran 
— 2 — ww 2 if T ; Km — is the moſt beautiful piece of fleſt ef iniqui 
 BTeae. We ſhall lie to-night ?—-(She is a ſweer} Mode. Mine the ſweeteſt, moſt angelical litt. — 
mY „ 9 * of Aurs. ] rogue : ode 
or. Sir, we buy, we don't ſell fortune; to] Heart. Her hair is dark brown, h 
gypſies juſt now, offered uy a penny-worth, they black globes of livi \ Hght=—Diat 9 . 
: 3 by thoſe elms, 1 believe you may - + water : N 2 8 1 * 
ANN i > Mode. Her breath is ſweeter th - one fai 
Aura. Yes, Sir, they will tell you what will] hay-cock. I had rather — = — — — — 
m_ to you ex4Atly—good evening. [ Going. a toaſ. * = d 
ode. Nay, if I part with you —— N —_ I never ſaw any thing in a brocade ſo gen · with his 
1 ing r, | tee. , 
_ Os Sir, as = are a gentleman Acde. I am fiark mad for a dimity petticoat. of 1 
_—_— 5 you wou'd not leave us in a ftrange 2 Ab, rogue, rogue! what a lucky night i; bony — 
Aura, We have no title at all to you; if AM. i j — 
| 3 if you are ade. If we get in. Emb er. 
a 1 ſtray cattle, all we can do, is to bring | Heart. If we have 22 — — 
Yon ro, t A rw eng rhe | * and old Crabtree with em. neling, n 
— e. — _ then? : Exter Freehold, Flora and Aura. — 
1 ew Vny then he muſt cry you three market-| Free, Oh, hoh-perhaps theſe are fome of my no wron 
pr — — nobody owns you, you fall to the lord | Covent garden acquaintance. Free 
. Flora. I can't tell; but they have waited : 
——_ * 2 to whom be bas been talbing.] |} while for an —— ee e | * 
ment, dear creature, vaniſh not imme-| Free, Let em wait, with 7 
—— if you would not have me believe myſelf in| | Aurs. Pleaſe, Sir, js, foy — — Ay — 
an mb * Nr up and down, talking of an- | Free, No, then, no- Burn my houſe and barns, Fla. 
E Phra * * adits. 7 8 ſend the murrain among my cattle, the mildew in Aura 
* — »; ave been talking all this while out | my corn, and the blight in my fruit=—but let no Flora. 
1 : pray, Sir, come down to my under- London plagues come within my door s—- W hat bes Aura. 
. Fr 2 2 is as 3 14 my 8 bewitch' d you to alk ſuch a queſtion? Flora 
en; who is the inhabitant . ‚ i 
of that farm-houſe in the dottom? —— . AO 0s ay =_—_ 
ears. A ſour old man, Sir, who, when he is in 2 Free, Gentlemen—Hah ! why they are the bane Five. 
. Frogs. vouchſafes to call me daughter, | of your ſex. The devil did le(s miſchief in the 
2 org. And me couſin: there we live, gentlemen, form of the ſerpent to Eve, than in that to ber £ 
an — hike to ſi ve, fretting one another like filk and daughter A woman's reputation is always loſt En 
2 ys TG till we quite wear out, when tis ventur'd.— but theſe are profeſs'd ſharpers, Free, 
: * - You have none of the ruſt of the country} who never play upon the ſquare for beauty, and are tity, and 
— _ — abr live polith d among * enemies to it than old age or the ſmali-pox- Heart. 
. | your mien, your : — ite 
Vun nor any thing but your habits, OY 1 _— —— 9 | 
w 4 My — 2 3 * Us oy Hah! true daughter of the firſt woman, Heart. 
. our pari 11 ith i | 
taught us both to read and writez but zndeed? Sir, | they ? TRAY Wn. ee yp 1. — 
ur _ n and ob —_— Flora. There they are, Sir: they look like ſober, ſharpers, 
, ng in his you roſu ivil i | 
ſquander'd a great eſtate in London — CEE e n ee I. 
—— —— miſtre(ſ-s, he took an averſion to the Free, Now I think they look like a deputation The few 
2 turn'd his (word into a ploughſhare. from the cuckold-makers of the corporation. crimes te 
cart. Is it im poſſidle to ſee this ſour Cynic '——I| Mode. Sir, the unexpected occaſion of this tros - double. f. 
perſuade myſelf we might revive thoſe ſeeds of hu-| ble {To Freehold. tink ac 
— — that once liv'd within him, and get enter- Free. Oons, Sir, ſpeak truth ; I know what you Heart, 
828 in his farm for ove night only : eſpecially] are pumping for, a pretty excuſe for an un ſes ſonable Free, 
you won be fo good to uſe your power too, and viſit; J have not told one lye in compliment ary? We 
venture to intercede for a ſtranger. thirty years. . man ; no 
TIE = 4 impoſſible! it you wore any form Heart. Nor heard one neither ? French 
3 0. Free, No, Sir, nor heard one; here we only mak? we live 
Keart, Aſk him only try a little; uſe the 4 up a few neceſſary lyes for a market-day, — 4 | pon — 
Aude. But we wou'd only fay, in plain word | Near. 
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rer. III tell you what honourable defign you two 
have clubb'd for in plain words; your horſes were to 
fi lame, you wee to be benighted, and making uſe 
of my humanity for entrance into my houſe, you 
very honeſtly hope for an opportunity to rum my 
family, Aſk your conſcience, is it not (0? hab! 

Heart. We confeſs the charge is tov generally true; 
but we beg leave to be excepted, and declare ſuch 
practices, whatever habits men wear, call em vil- 
lin - However, it tis impomole to galu ctedit with 
Dm 

Free, Whence came you ? 

Heart. From London, 

Free, From London] fo I thought again; the mart 
of iniquity, Sacan's chief reftdence; he picks up a 
yagabond ſoul or two now and then with vs, but he 
monopolizes there. 

Made. But, Sir, to our purpoſe; is there no ſecu- 
rity to be taken for one night only? 

Free. There is; but 'tis in my own hands, if 
you'll accept the terms; look ye, gentiemen, I have 
one faithful friend in the world, tis honeſt Towter, 
true -bred maſtiff, one who never ſcrapes nor kiſles 
my hand, but in honeſt truth; who will ſtand by me 
with his beſt blood. Now he does me the favour to 
lie every night at my bed's foot; I am likewiſe maſter 
of a brace of large-boned thteſhers; and theſe three 
have been the guardians of my farm theſe ten years ; 
they have no more reſpect than I for a laced coat: 
you know the reſt ; if I hear the conies ſqueak, I't! 
ſend the hunt abroad; I'll ha' no poaching, no tun- 
neling, no driving in the dark. 

Heart, Sir, we accept your terms; he that intends 
no wrong, fears none. 

Free. There then, enter. There lies your way. 

| [Exeunt Freehold, Modely and Heartwell, into 

the Farm. | 

Flra, Laud, couſin, he has taken 'em both in. 

Aura. | tremble ſo, I don't know what to do. 

Flora, It was your fault. a 

Aura. You were bewitched to aſk him. 

Flera. Why did not you adviſe me to the contrary ? 

Aura. O dear, my heart beats. 

Flora. Ay, it beats to arms, child; the garriſon is 
behieged. 

Aura. Come, let's in; courage. 

Flira. Theſe are your doings, you wild little colt. 

[ Exqunt. 
SCENE, the Inſide of the Farm, 
Euter Freehold, Modely, and Heartwell. 
Free, Forget you bave been within the walls of a 
tity, and we ſhall agree well enough. 

Heart. But, Sir, do you never, never intend to ſee 
Londun again! 

Free, Never, never, I tell you, 

Heart. Why fo, Sir ? 

Free, There is not a creature among you wears 


N 


ö 


Free. Right, boy: come, will you ſmoke a pipe 
before ſupper ? a pipe is the beſt whet in the world» 

Mode. No, by no means. 

Free. Oh, hob, it will ſpoil your kiſſing. 

Mode. Pray, Sir, who is the lord of yuur manor 
here ? 

Free. We have no lord, Sir, we have a lady, 

Mede. A lady? 

Free. Ay, Sir, ſhe lives at the great houſe on the 
hili, above, with an old knight her kint man, whole 
eſtate joins to her's 3 one 8 Job: Engliſh, a gentle- 
man of right old-faſhionro boſpitabty : he nas only 


one fault, he is a little too fond of your quality : he 


was at court in his youth, where he bad a {uveificial, 
view of the glare and gaiety of the place 3 and now 
he doats upon every ting that comes from thence z 
he is particularly civil to a page; he has a wonder- 
ful veneration for a ſquire o the body; a knight 
gives him great joy; and he is raviſhed with a lord, 

Made. A very odd humour: but as to the lady of, 
your manor ? 

Free. Ay, there's a lady, a miracle! ſhe has youth, 
and beauty, and two thoutand pounds 2 year, and yet 
has the uſe of all her limbs; ſne wiil wal you four 
miles before the ſun is up, and come home with na- 
tural colours on her face, got by whol-ſome exerciſe. 
She uſes no face phylic;z ſhe is none o your town 
tauvers, that are in danger ot lofing their complegi- 
ons for a kiſs; no, ſhe locks like the blooming 
roſe, and is as [weet as the breath of the mornings. 

Mode. Was ſhe never married, Sir? 

Free, No, the old eolonel, her father, Sir Frede- 
rick Beauviile (a worthy man he was) leſt ber and 
her eſtate free; and the ſays ſhe will keep em both 
fo : ſhe hates London, your men and your manners. 

Mode. And ſo ſhe is ſettled, as the timber upon 
her eſtate, for life, with her old kinſman ! 

Free. Ves, there they ive together; and let me 
tell you, the old hoſpitable genius of England ſeems. 
revived in them; they are of almoſt as much benefit 
to their neighbours as the ſun and rain, a general 
good. Well! but come into this room and drink a 
cup of ale; nay, I will have it io. 

Mode. We'll toll ow you, 

Free, What, you ſee che wenches coming; remem- 
ber our articles, or Tow1>r's the word, { £xit« 

Enter Fiore and Aura. | 

Made. Hah, my Mademoiſelle once again! I'll Kill 
thee my dear little thief, with kiſſes. | 

Aura. Then I thall be the firſt maid that ever died 
that death, and deſerve to be buried with my face 
downwards; though I have known many a big fei- 
low brag of his victories, who duiit never diaw his 
ſword. 

Mode. But I have fought many a duel. 

Aura. And did you always conquer ? 

Mule. No, ſometimes it has been a drawn battle; 


his natural ſhape ; your cullies would be thought } but now Il be viRtorious or die. [Xi and bugs ber. 


ſharpers, and your ſharpers cullies; your noiſy roar- 


Aura. Laud, lud, you do fo touzle and rumple one's 


ing boys are cowards, and your brave men ſilent; clothes : you men are the ſtrangeſt creatures, 


vgiinels is exactly dreſſed, and beauty in diſhabille. 

be few virtues vou have, you hide, and affect 
times to be agreeable. In a word, you are all falſe, 
Gouble-faced, execrable hypocrites, Come, will you 
trink a cup of brown ale before you eat? 

Heart, 1 thank you, Sir, but I am not thirty now. 
Free, Oons, do you never drink but when you are 
dy We have none o your lemonade or ſherbet here, 
men; no, nor your t'other waſhy thin potation, calle- 
French wine, that brewer of faiſe love and politicks: 
we live-upon Engliſh beef and beer, the ſtaple of our 


Made. You women have the moſt whimbcal fan- 
cies! Whither do you run? What, muſt I tollow you? 
Aura. If you have courage, the old dragon is in 


the next room. 


Mode. Pox o' the dragon; I am a knight-errant, 
and tis my bufineſs to conquer dragons. 
Aura. Come on, then, Hercules the ſecond. 
[Exeunt Modely and Aura. 
Heart. Hear me ; let me ſwear to you, fair maid. 
Flora. What is it you would (wear ; that you love 


7 * 


me a 


Neart. And erer) 


own country, 
honeſt Briton ought tocacourage it. 


Heart. More than life, joy, health, or liberty 3 1 
am all a while I talk ta your % © 


— ä —— — —— 


Flora. Come, then, let us clear up at once, and 
talk common *nic to one another. 
Hurt, Ag tl 

Flora. So e 81 

Heart. Why then really I never liked a woman 
de tte: in my life. | 

Flora. It ik you are ſomething more than toler- 
able; 1 wis ing £5 lay an agreeable tellow. 

Heart Do you like me 

Flora. As 1 raight a picture. | 

Heart. Do you take me only for the ſhadow of a 
man ” 

Fire. To me no more, for 1 look on this accident 
on'y as the idle deluſion of a morning's dream. 

Heart. Thea let me wake thee into real happi- 
neis, the little god of love ſhall wanton in thy heart, 
as he now plays and revels in thy eyes. 

Flera. Hota! hold! you are runding back into 
metaphorgz. why this is downright poetry. Pra, 
come to common -ſenſe again. | 

Heart. That is very true; to be ſhort, then, where- 
abouts is your bed-chamber ? 

Flora. Pho, now you talk idly, 

Heart. Do you lie alone, child? [ Kiſſing Ber. 

Flere. Why are you ſo impertinent! 

Heart. Why are you fa coy? 

Flora. What, then, it ſeems, you do certainly aſ- 
fore yourſelf, that, having kided me, ſqueezed my 
hand, and fighed out a few unneceflary fine things, I 
hall fall plumb into your arms, as cats get birds by 
gazing at 'em ? | 

Heart. Come, my love, this dialect is as affected 
#3 other; take this jewel, accept it, wear it as a 
token of the moſt pure affection; you ſhall live with 
me, command me and my fortune. I'll take you 
from this cottage, and this odd old man, and you 
ſhall live 8s your beauty and your wit demand yuu 
mould, in all the various pleaſures this gay world can 
give you. + [ Embracing her. 

Flora. Here, Sir, take your toy again; I thank you 
humbly for the mighty favour; I ſell no beauty. What 
would you barter with me for myſelf? Bribe me out 
of my perſon? *Tis poorly done; but know, Sir, | 
have a heart within, that proudly tells me no price 
ſhall ever buy it: but is it honeſt in you to tempt 
that-ianocence you ſhould protect? Reaſon diſtin- 
guiſhes men from beafts; and virtue, men from men: 
Now, as you boaſt of birth and virtuous anceſtors, and 
would wear theſe honours as vour lawful merit: 
think, reflect; are your intentions ' agreeable to 
Juſtice, honour, gratitude? You wrong yourſelf as 
well as me; farewell. [ Exit, 

Heart. She has ſtung me to the ſou! with her too 
Juſt reproaches ; I am conſcious and aſhamed of my 
crime. I muſt have her, though at the price of li- 
berty. I'll marry her; but what will the world fay— 
Pli renounce it; Fil abjore it; | 

I'll give her alt my future life, and prove, 
Like Anthony, the world well loſt for love. [ Exit. 


7 8 &=. —— 2 
ACT I | 
Enter Lurcher, Hawkwell, Vultur, Carbuncle a 


Vintner, Longbottom @ Peruke-maker, and Sneak 
a Toayter 


Zurth. H, Vulture! love and the dice have 

«$46 4 vadane me. I have u'd Angeli- 
ca, and my bad fortune, to the laſt farthing. What 
muſt I do ? diſhonour waits _ neceſſity, and he 


that Keeps hit virtue when is poor, is a hero 
indded.Yet Il endeavour, Ervggle hardy and 


12 


„ 


| 


| 
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not part with the gentleman while "tis poſſible tg 
preſerve him. 1 

Vult. What do you mean to do eh theſe hune 
gry raſcals, who follow you thus for their debts ? 

Lurch. To pay em. 

Lutt. When? 

Lureb. To-morrow. 

Valt. Which way? 

Lureb. My uncle thall lend me the money. 

Vult. Good! 

Lurch. Aye, my uncle, Sir John Engliſh, who 
inhabits the great houſe with the turret o top 
chere. He ſhall lend me the money, then will ! 
(charge theſe clamorous thieves, and be ſaucy to 
them in my turn. : 

Vault. You rave; why your uncle has not ſeen 
you theſe ten years, nor can de prevail'd upon to 
truſt you even with ſubſiſtence. What do you 
mean ? . 

Lurch. Why, he ſhall lend me the money, and 
not knuw he lends it me: Il] extort it from him 
by the violence of ſtratagem; I'll ſtart him full in 
the face, and make him believe 1 oblige him when 
I receive the money, _ 

Poult. Riddles ! riddles ! 

Sneak. I pray you, Maſter Lurcher, indeed now, 
you know | have waited a long time, 2 moſt ſcan- 
dalous long time, for my money, and your bill 
lengthens and lengthens every day; upon my word, 
I ſhall not be able to hold out. -Befides, here 
you have draggled me a long way, and told mel 
ſhould be paid by your uncle; and alas-2-day, 'tis 
an idle tale, a flim-flam, for you dare not fo much 
as look towards the gates of his houſe—No, be 
won't ſee you, it ſeems; I wiſh I were at home 
again. Hexe have you brought us into a eurſ-d 
country, where we can neither get victuals, nor 
ſleep, . 

Carb. Pho, pox, this is very filly; is this your 
land of Canaan that you talk'd of, that flowed 
with ſtrong beer and chines of beef? 

Lurch. Have patience, old fiery face, thy noſe 
ſhall have comfort preſently=—— 

Carb. Patience ! demme, Dick, which way now 
hall I come by my money ?-You know I love 
you, you roaring young dog, you know 1 do j but 
here, now, here's a hundred pounds due for clean 
— beſides money lent, hard neat money—— 


Reckonings paid, coach hire, ſuppers at your lodg- 
ing, and ladies fees. — How the devil do you ima- 
gint, now, Dick Lurcher, that I ſhall pay the 
merchant— Why, you will force me to break and 
turn gentleman--It will never do. 

Lorg. Sir, I would in the moſt ſubmiſſive man- 
ner imaginable —— 

Lureb. So, ſo, what! all upon the hunt at 
once - One word, gentlemen. ' 

Leng. You know very well the laſt tye - up I ſold 
you was as light and bright as filver, and as flrong 
as wire, with a fine flowing, large open curl; [ 
reckon you but twelve pieces for it; and upon my 
ſoul, my Lord Lanthorn Joul would have paid me u 
much for it in ready gold, | 

Lurch. And why wou'd you not take his money? 

Long. Becauſe it did not ſuit his complexion, 

Lerch. Why what was that to thee, puppy. 

Long: Ah, Sir, his dark olive face would have 
thrown a ſhade upon the brightneſs of che hair; 


| ſhould have loft all all my credit. Now, Sir, if 


a gentleman does but wear one's work well, an 
become it—] muſt needs ſay that for your worlhip- 


Lurch. Well, gentlenien, here you are, and | 


thank you for your attengance. to my uncle | 
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wh 1 haſt intereſt enough in my own perſon to 
{&+hre you. to walk in and refreſh : but that is im- 
poſſible. If you will agree to a project I have, and 
be content to act your parts in it, I will engage 
you ll a lodging, and the beſt entgrtainment in 
the houſe : nay, perhaps your money too, 
Sneak. I pray you what is your project, Mr. 
Lorcher? tho“ I own I have no great opinion of 
projets, or projectors. 
Carb. Demme, Dick, what is it? I love projects 
gd whims wonderfully, 


Leng. I always ſaid, upon my ſoul I did always | 


rm, that he was a very fine gentlemen; tho' re- 
ally I hope this project will produce a bed andaſupper. 

Lurch. Doubt it not, gentlemen : you. and all 
the world know the character of Sir John Enęliſh: 
he is exceſſively fond of quality, and piques himſeif 

deing the moſthoſpitable man in the county. 

Carb. And what then ? 

Lerch. Why then 1 have a mind to put the 
change upon him. : 

Carb, Change upon him ! how ? 

Lurch. Why, I will be a man of quality; I'll 
clap a blue ribbon croſs my ſhoulders, and if you 
will aſſiſt me ſo far, if you will condeſcend fo low 
u to be thought part of my equipage, why we will 
come rattling to his gates, and be receiv'd with as 
much joy and ceremony as if we were really what 
we appear d. 

Carb. Egad, I approve it wonderfully—- We'll re- 
rel in Octobet and roaſt- beef. 

Long, Upon my ſoul, a very elegant defign— 
You'll wear your beſt bag ? 

Szeak. But how will chis help us to our money, 
Mr. Lurcher ? 

Carb, Why, his lordſhip will take the knight 
to picqyet after ſupper, and bite him. 

Lurch. No, no, Sir John never plays; I have a 
more honourable deſign than that, I aſſure you. 

Carb, What is it? out with it, my little bully boy. 

Lorch. Why, when all the fimily are faſt aſleep, 
we will clap on our maſking ſuits and vigor 

Carb. And rob the houſe z very good. 

Sneak. Oh, laud ! rob the houſez why, what 
do you think 1'd be hang'd for your projects 

Lurch. No, my hogſhead of iniquity, no; we 
will bind them in their beds, and one another af- 
terwards, and yet not rob the houſe of a ſhilling. 

Carb. To what purpoſe ſhould you bind them, then? 

Lurch. Don't enquire further beforehand—!I beg 
you only to truſt me with the conduct of this affair 
An venture my life I ſhall bring you all off ſafe : 
I have in our coach, which/Tſtands by the road-fide, 
every thing that can be neceſſary for the execution 
of our deſign.— Nay, nay, don't let your courage 
link, now we are upon action, lad 
„ Sneak, I deſire to be excus'd; 1 will not engage 
in it. 

Carb, Tn ice you if you mutter, I'll demoliſh 
What! do you mutiny? Go on, Dick, we'll 
follow you to the end of the world. 

Lerch. Along, then, my lads of mettle ; be firm 
and united, and will be anſwerable for the ſucceſs. 
XIK2 [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, the Cour to Sir John Englith's Houſe ; 

Sir John unbarten d withour bis Hot, and Limo- 

thy Shacklefigure bis Steward. 

, Sir Fobn. Good now good now, Timothy 
ive you enqult d what is become of couſin Betty 
al day—and her companion, her little goſſip- 
lg tittle-tattle friend Hab, Timothy | 

Waclle. An“ it ſhall pleaſe your worthip's wor- 
ifter the moſt painful inquifition in purſuance 
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of your worſhip's commands, I am not able to diſ- 
cover what your worſhip might 

Sir Jobn. Pr'ythes don't worſhip me ſo much, 10 
but for form ſake, Timothy, tell me whither they ö 
are gone? 

Shackle. Really that I cannot ſay, but the two 
young ladies were ſeen to walk forth early this 
morning with our very, wiſe neigkbour, farmer 
Freehold. 

Sir Fobn. So] but they left word they would returns 

Shackle, 1 am not able particularly to afficm ſa 
much. ; 

Sir Fobn. Now the pox take thee, for a formal 
Anno Domini blockhead. ; 

Tim. Give me leave to aſſure your worſhip, that 
without form or Orderoom—_ _ 

Sir Jobn, Tell me where they are gone, or I'll 
break thy ſtrange pate. ; 

Tim. Really, if your worſhip bruiſes me unto | 
death, 1 ſhall moſt willingly periſh for the truth, nor | 
will 1 diſcover more unta your worſhip than I know. 

Sir Jobs. Get out o' my fight, you confounded 
multiplication puppy ; yet ſtay a little. dis fellow 
ruffles me ſo every day with his moſt abominable 
circumbendibus phraſes Well, couſin Betty is a fine 
girl, ſhe has two thouſand puunds a year. 
Ah, if my nephew Dick were not the moſt profii- 
gate rogue—But he may reform one time or other; 
ſhe will never marry without my advice, that is 
certain, - Hark thee, thou numerical coxcomb : 
enquire if they expect the girls home at ſunper ; 
I'li take a turn or two in the hall, Exeunt. 


Enter Lurcher and four of bis Creditors as the Ei- 
page of a Nobleman, and Vultur as bis Ranking 


Footman. 


Sneak, Laud, my heart finks : | ſweat and tremble 
already; 1 ſhall never ho!d out. — 
Carb. You pin-hearted puppy, recal your cove 
rage, or I'll demoliſh you. What, wov's you ruin 
our whole affair ? 
Sneak. Well, dear Carbuncle, be peaceable, I 
will ſtrive, 7.8 
Lurch. Tom Vultur, how does bis grace become 
me ? does the man of quality fit eaſy on the rake P 
Vult. Admirably z you look as if you «cre-made 
for a blue ribbon. * 0 
Lurch. And you flatter me as if 1] wore 07t-—Ts 
buſineſs, lads, to buſineſs—Do you, om VAlturs 
you who repreſent my running tootm?!, trot be- 
fore and prepare the old knight to reccivt us. If 1 
can carty my deſign in this habit an” £quipare—— 
vir Vulture 
Carb. We'll drink, and wenck, ag roat tot na tlyy 
our whole lives ſhall run roun4 im x circ'e of mirthe 
Lurch. Joy ſha!) be the jack, ple ſute che bias, d 
we'll roll after H appineſs to the let ment of te. 
Carb. Without ne rab in the cvrper, hoy.. 
Lex. With your favour, ſquits, hw comes 
this Sir John Engliſh, wa» treats and ute tains 
all, and is fo very proud of being bo itabie, co 
take no care of you ? You lay, you nev-r rerfonale 
ly offended him. a 
Lurch. Never; but I'll tell you : my father, his 
fiſte's huſband, died n tho Deng in his _ 
debt, for which de eligiouſly dete mind to punk + 
me his heir. At my fathe:'s d arb | was toy years 
old, but from that ume no interce tion, coul pref -. 
vail with this moſt obſtinate u mule d auglvhs th 
ſce me. But we have no time . ſe inn \ 
Come on, my boys,” now let 17 i rde for the” -- 
coach to drive-genily up the ti l—Þy this time Sie 
John, 1 hope, is ready do receive us; * [ Exeunts 


Doo mow ? letter ſaw him in my life. 


* 
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Sir John Engliſh —_— in bis Hall : Vultur 
comes blowing in as aR unning Footman. 

Vult. Aih—Pnu ! phu! with your pardon, Sir, 
with you. pardon ; phu! phu! 

Sir Joba. How now, pumps, dimity, and fixty 
mies a day ' whole greyhound are you? 

Huit. Phu! phy d you know, or can you give 
"me any iwormation ? phu ! 

Sir Fobn, Stand fill and breathe, puppy; Il! 
walk a turn or two till your bellows are ia order, | 

Vult, Cin you tell me, 1 ſay, if my lord duke 
be co ne in yet? 

+ Sir Jobs Thy lord duke! pr'ythee who is thy 
lerd dike, frieud ? 

Lu. I thought every body knew my lord: his 
Grace the Nuke of Gaſcorage ; his younge?t fon 
bears the title of Loru B te, and his eloeft is Mar- 
quis of Bamington by the cou teſy of Engiard, 

Sir Fobn. Art ſure he will alight here ! I ſh u'd 
be proud to entertain his grace; but 1 fear thou 
art miſtaken. 

uit. Do you think ſo, Sir? By your leave Sir, 

| ' Going 

Sir Fobn. Paſſion o' my fellow, why Pumps, 1 
ſay, com- back. 

Vult What is your pleaſure, Sit 7 

Sir Jeb. How happy ſheuu 1 I be to entertain his 
grace. Did nt his grace name the houie wit 
the g eat turret o' top ? 

ul. Ne, Sir, no! 

Si, F»bn. Nor did not you hear him mention the 
velve cuſhions in my little parlour ?—Nor my large 
gilt caod.efticks? 

PYult. Upon my honour, no. 

Sir Jabs Your honour, ſcab Nor no word dropt 
about the hangings in the great chamber ? 
Nut Not a word. { Rimning , vir ] ha bolds him. 

Sir Fobn, A pox confine ture! This fell wa 
dorn with a whiriigig in his heels, Stand fill, you 
louſy ſeven miles an hour raſcal. 

Fult. It you top me a ſecond longer you ruin me. 

Sir Fobn, Was there no talk of a plentiful boar, 

n houſe-keeping, and the good old Engliſh Hol- 

tity reviv'd tomewarre hrreabout ꝰ— ah 

Pult. Now you come a little neater the matter. 

Fir Fobn. But now in one word—and innerd a 
gueſtion I thould have aſk A before Whom did he 
ſend you to? 

Palr. To Sir John Englifh, Sir. 

_ Sir Jabs. lan he, you round-about knave, vou 
feipd: ch, 1 am Sir John Engliſh— Well, and wilt his 
grace be here *—l am overjoy'd——0boty ; no, no- 
body of any degree or quality, that is to fa+—p1ſe+ 
dy the haue Nobody entertains like me Well; 

well; well z—there is a kin! f a grace, an art, a 

manner in theſe things, which ſa naturally lips from 

me—Godfo, 1 forget myſ-if— Where are my ſer- 
vants? What, Joho Pippin, John! 
Serv. Dit your worthip call? 

. - Sir Jabs Bid that figurative fool Timothy Shackle- 

figore, Robin Matrowbone the took, and Dove 
dblejug the butler, and Norothy'and Cicely, and all 

my. ſervants come hitnes inſtantly; 1 muſt ſpeak 
* with thera all Here,, give this fuſtian raſcal a horn 
beer and a cruf - Well, and how does his grace, 


Vault. My lord has travell'd theſe five years, an' it 
pleaſe, your good wikhip. 
di Jeb. Travelt'd good now A ＋ 6 deer 
und a cruſt, chere. The fellos's a fool, I think 
ute, Steward, Cooke Butler, Cicely and Dorothy. 


| — 1 beg your grace not to entreat for him, 
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mutton, or ſomething or other.—Dorothy, atr the 
great chamber, Dorothy, the fine ſheets for his grace', 
bed : you underſtand me The Holland curtains for 
the damaſk bed, edg'd with point: up with em; up 
with em ;——unpaper the ſcreens, the ſconces, ang 
the hand4irons. 
| As S'r Jo'in gives Orders to bis Serwants, Vultur ang 
anther Servant are drinking and comp limenting on 
| one „ide. 
- "Enter Servant. 

Serw. An' it pleate your worſhip, there's à noble. 
man and all his ſervants juſt alighted at the great gate, 

Sir 7:hn. Codſo; coil; we thall be in a feartut 
hurry—quickiy, quickly— Sa, there, there—Hi; 
grace, I profcis, bas furpriz'd me, taken me ſo un- 
prepar'd, a 
Enter Lurcher as a D:ke, with bis Fquipace ; run; 

up to Sir Johns 222 bun. 

Lurch. Sir Ibn Engl'fh, 1 am your moſt faith. 
ful and obedieat ſervant t 1 could by no means have 
excuſed m-f(eif, if i had pais's by, ano not paid my 
reſpects here, 

Sir Jobn A., my lord, I am your poor un- 
worthy ſervant; »il I can ſay is, your grace s wot 


ſpaciouſly welcome. Lurch. 

Lerch You have a fine houſe here, Sir J bn. * 

Sir Fobn. A dog-bole, may it pleaſe your grace, [ beg le; 
a mere dog-hole ; | have a clean ved or o, „b deff and 
or two o“ good wine for a particular; | brow with | owe, | 
the beſt malt, and cen pretend to a bit 4 hang you 
mutton, cr ſo--We ſhail ſtarve your pr oce--ogt | have | 
your ęr cee goodneſs which v 

Lurch. Ever hrarty Sr Joan; the hep ctes- nour ane 
tuſe breathing (that is your charaQter) en your Card, 
friends are round yu. y littl 

Sir Jobn. Gord now! gol now! u 5 ace 13 Long. 
pleaſant Will your grace tafte a glaſs of vid hk quite o 
with a littie, lic'le doch of palm, before you eat? Ke - 


Lurch. By no means, Sir John. Upon my word, 
wu sven fine country round you, an dee eſtate. 

Sir Jobn. No, no, no, my Lord; what with 
*, ebe, bad tenants, pariſh charges, and (0 
h a poor pittranceoos r pittance '—W 
your grace w Seville-orange ſquecz into a 260 
af noble racy old canary Þ What does your grace 
think of that Aye, | believe that—or a plats of 
your right Southam cyder, ſweetened with a little 
"id mead, anc a had toall ? 

Lerch. Nut one drop before | eat, tho' you could 
treat me with liquid gold. Why, you live here 25 f 
all chings were in common without labour or 
money, ice Adam in Paradiſe. 

Sir Jobn. Yes, an *it pleaſe your grace, with ul 
my beiſts about me. I have a heart, that is alll 
een boaſt; I have a heart. Well, well—-Whit 
news > What news at London ? I have a nephev 
tnete—I have not ſeen the profligate theſe tes 


is father ſerved me ſcurvily 3 no, nog what e 
(har ? what o' that? 

Enter a Servant with Sack and Toaſt on 4 Halver. 
Your Grace muſt tafte one glaſs of ſack, tis tht 
cuſtom o' the place z it will warm your ſtomach 
Come, come Ah, this nephew of mine has been 
2 wild lad, very wild. Bebke your grace wight 
know him, for he kept company o the beſt. 40, 
who but Dick Larcher! Well, be has, the“ be be 
but my iter's ſon, much of my blood in him, tha 
he has, He is like to hase ell when I die, Th 
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Won for him. Has he any fortune of his own? 
Sir Jobn. Not a ſhilling, Sir. All ſpent. D» 
you mark me f Laud ! he, Sir !- why he is a wit, 
ind a rake, and a gameſter ; he has twenty trades 
lehdes women. O' my conſcience, he lives upon 
women, The boy has a fine eye, he has my eye.— 
He Mall not have a groat while I live—but when 


·— 

Lerch. I muſt have a ſmall matter while you 
ſive, dear uncle. jp [ Afide 

Sir Fobn, What's your grace's pleaſure? My 
un did not rightly lay hold on your laſt words. 

Lurch. I ſay, you ſhould allow him a ſmall mat- 
ter while you live. 

Sir Jab. No, no; let him look out ſharp; 
up; be will know better how to manage when ! 
un laid, Come, come, good now, I ſee ſupper is 
going thro* the hall. Will your grace give me leave? 
Do you hear, take care his grace's equipage want no- 
thing, I will bew your grace the way, [ Exeunt. 


. 
Enter Lurcher and bis Eguipage. 


lurch. OO, now to our buſineſs, friends. Where 

are the maſking ſuits ?—Well, gentlemen, 
| beg leave only to repeat what I ſaid before, be ho- 
nel and you ſhall all be ſafe, have every penny that 
| owe, and a preſent inte the bargain; but you'll 
hang yourſelves and me too if you purloin a ſixpence. 
| have a particular reaſon for this ſham robbery, 
which will help me to execute my deſign with ho- 
nour and ſafety. 

Carb. Oh, I'll be very honeſt ; don't ſuſpect me, 
ny little bully, 

Long. Indeed, ſquire, this way of robbing is 
quite out of our way. 

Sneak. 1 do not like it, tis ſo like robbing . 
Dear ſquĩ re, turn me out of the houſe— We ſhall cer- 
twaly be taken and hanged. | 

Lurch, Carbuncle, bind all faſt: terrify much 
ud hurt little, that's your way. 

Carb, Well, well, we'll do our beſt. 

Lurch. Now, ceremonious uncle, with your good 
wrikip's leave, I hope to borrow from your auk- 
rud generofity a little ready-money, however 
But to buſineſs, my friends, to buſineſs; you all 
know your ſeveral appointments; away, [ Zacunt. 
* OY + +, changes. 

"ter Vultur with a Piſtol, thruſting in Shacklefigure 

in bis 2215 and hes 
+ Your money, your money, dog-bolt. 
1 5 Really I never part with money without a 
P 

Filet, You rafcal, a receipt! when did you ever 
jar of a receipt given by a geatleman of our pro- 

Tim, Dear Sir, only let it be then by way of me- 
morandum, that it 2 in my accounts, and 
that his worſhip may be ſatisfied-what you ſhall re- 
tive of me iA violent manner. 

Valt. Villain, mention one word more of your 
memorand ums and accounts and I'll ſhoot you thro' 
the head for underſtanding arithmetic. Gone, Sir, 
the nine figures are all authoriſed thieves. 

Tim, No, Sir, with all ſubmiſſion, they are not 
thieves, but guardians of eſtates. 

Vall. Dog-bolt ! mu I drive a pellet through your 
{cull to confound our figures? 

Tim. Ah, Sir, I do not in6& upon it—Ab, ſpage 


* — * confeſs all the os and the plate. 
. Ia, in then, diſmal, and 1 II give you bond 
e de money, Lee. 
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Enter Carbuncle, bauling Doublejug after bim, very 
drunk, and Sneak and Longbottom at @ diftance. 
Doub. Are you not aſhamed to bind an honeſt maſt 

hand and foot, who can neither ſtand nor go? 

Carb. Rot you, do you prate ? 

Doub, Ves, Sir, I'm given to talk in my cups. 

Carb. Where's your plate, you drunken ſot, your 
late? 

q Doub. My plate, Sir, why, [Hiccups. ] why it ie, 

it is 
Carb. Where is it? 

Doub. Why it i- to tell you the truth it is locked 


up. 
"Carb, Demme, the keys, or I'll ſlice October. 

Sneak. I beg you, Sir, to make no refiſtance, I 
intreat you. 

Long. Upon my ſoul, Sir, if you don't comply 
with our requeſt, you will be very roughly treated, 

Doub. I thank you very kindly, but I don't care 
for drinking a drop more. 

Carb. Give me the keys of the cellar, or by Gog- 
magog I'll lice you, haſh you, carbonade yon, pickle 
you, pepper you, ſalt you, broil you, and eat you, 

oub, Keep your temper, friend; there they are. 
I ſuppoſe you have a mind to draw your own liquors 
— Let me recommend the third hogſhead on the 
right—Ay, that was the hogſhead that John and 1 
ſtuck to to-aight;z tis fine, ſmooth, mellow, ſting - 
ing liquor. 

Carb, Here, lace the ſot's arms, and turn him 
into the buttery again. | [Exit Carb. 

Doub. Do your pleaſures with me, honeſt gentle 
men; tho' it runs ſtrangely in my head that I ſhall 
dream of thieves. | 

[Exit Doub. led by Sneak and Long. 
Enter Lurcher and Carbuncle, with Sir John bound 
in an — — Night-Gewn and Cap, and the 
reſt of the Equipage of Lurcher. 
Sir Fobn, — 6 Agra Heaven's ſake, gen- 
tlemen—'tis very well; I am bound hard enough, 

Lurch. Death, Sir, your money. We come fart 
money. 

Sir Jobn, Is that all you come for? Why what 
a beaſt was I to unfurniſh myſelf, to put out my mo- 
ney but yeſterday! Alas, poor gentlemen | What 
hift ſhall 1 make for you? Pray call again ſome 
other time when | may be better provided. 

Lurch. Oons, Sir, don't trifle=your money. 

Carb. Brimſtone and fire-- What do you bam us? 

Sir Fobn. No, Sir, pardon me, I don't bam you. 
If you had come, as they ſay, in a civil way—Fie 
upon't, a gentleman would ſcorn to rob a houſe in 
ſuch a manner. 

Lurch. Clap a gag in his mouth there What do 
you ſuffer the old dog to chatter for Pluck our his 
tongue—or knock his teeth down his throat with 
an ounce of lead. 

Carb. Furies and firebrands--what do you bam 
us, you old prig? 

Sir Fobn. I don't, dear Sir— Ah, dear, ſweet Sirg 
I do not, I do not bam you-—only—and if it were 
your honour s good pleefures, I would intreat you 
for ſome ſmall civility—I have a man of quality in 
my bouſe, and I would not for the world that his 
grace ſhould be diſturbed. 

Lurch. Thunder and lightning, Sit Do you im- 
gine we have any reſpe@ for a lord no, no, we 
have ſecured his grace, he and all his equipage are 
bound to their good behaviour, I can. tell you that. 
| Sir John. Who! my lord | What have you bound 
his grace-Trreparably loft, ruined, undone Ill have 
you all hanged-—— Fil never forgive you, Whot| 


bound his grace | Ill-meaner'd brutes, to miſuſe and 
2 of quality z and in my houſe, roo, | 


| there's any virtue in hemp [I'll have theſe rogues 


yas worſhip. 
Bir ebe. Would I had lain lu the garret too But 


E promiſes were marta, 
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3 Carry him in, bind him to he couch in the 
Bed*thitnd*r, and If tre is noify gag hin. 1 
{ Exit Sir John, guarded by Carb. 
So, this is virtae indeed, virtue deerving x reward, 
to have power to do wrong and nut uſe 1 Wel, 
gentlemen, preſerve your honours as y u have be- 
gun, and you'll aff ere tarues. N wth our bu- 
fineſs ; let one of us bind all the reſt; do you mind 
me, about it then on, harkee, tis abfolutely necel- 
ſary that this nobleman and all his roliowers ſhould 
be found bound in ther beds. EY: 
Vault. Admirable, that will ſecure us om l ful 
icion;z but if we bind one another, how will the 
aft man be bound? k 
Lureb. Why you, Vultur, ſhall eſcape; you may 
be ſuppoſed weil enough, like a drowſy footman, to 
be forgot in your litter; there's your excuſe—but {0 
ſoon as ever you have bound us, whip off your maſk 
and your mantle, and unbind the knight. Let m. 
ſee, 'tis now break of Cay to bufinels, to hufinets, 
lads. [E tun“. 
SCENE, Si, John's Bed-Chamber. 
Sir John bound te a Couch, . 
Sir Jabs What—heip=hejp— | hieves! Mu- 
der! Will nobody come near me Weil, well, i: 


ged. At ſuch a time as this to diſturb the trau- 
quility of his grace's ſlumbers, aps | may (o Cay | 
Ay, 2y, am bound fait enough. The coadiaon of 
this obligation | 
a Enter Vulrur, 
Odſo, Pumps—how come ſt thou to eſcape, Pumps? 
ham heartily glas te fee thee, in troth. 
Fult. They leſt me ſnoring ia the garret, and ei- 
the? they did not ſee or regard me- Pray let me al- 


nothing  afflifts me fo much, honett Geometrica!, 
as the affront n binding his grace. Ah, that cuts 
my heart. [Vultur foofing Sir John.] So, fo; very 
well, very well. How Gall 2 my lord? | 
am gat able to look him in the face. 


Emer Larcher with bis Hands bound, as from bi: 
Chamber. : 


* Lurcb. Who's there? 

Er Jabs. Good-morrow to your grace, 

Lurch. Good-morrow, Sir John; 1 would give you 
my hand, but I can't command it, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
this is the courteſy of the country. 

bs {Sir John bind bim. 
of abn. Alas, alas, this grieves me more than 
to fee your grace thus uncourteouſly uſed. | 

Lurch. Can you gueſs who they may be, Sir oha? | 
„Sie Fobn, I don't know, an it pleaſe your gr ace 
bot fure. they were the moſt ungentleman-lice 


mo nn | | 
Lurch. Theſe fellows were ſome who know and | 
uſe your houſe, I warrant, 
A 77 Very like, very like! Well, well, this 
comes of ke 
„Lurch. I made if known.to one of them, and 
gave him my honour I would not diſtover him. 


urch. Yes; and do you = the inſolent ſlaye 
rould gruſt me | | 
| + Yeo, He wo l * 
Carch. No Faith, he aſked my pardon; he told 
mi | and commoniy died | 
e 4 r 
et 


ching that 1 did not apprehend 


* {your ſenſes, 


Vuit. Your reſt, my lord, t is troubleſome night, 
Lurch. That's true; no matter. My clothes 
there. I'll into my chamber and dreſs, and wait on 
you immediately, Sir Ihe. [ Evit, 


Sir J 1» flops Vultur ar be is following bin. 
Sir 705 Harkee, friend, what 0 lors duke 
loft + Speak (offi, 


Fault No mae than his grace may eaſily ſpare, 

S.r Fobn. That is not the thing. Pray tell me, 
Vai. Since your worſhip will needs know, they 
took about three hunovred pieces of gold, and one 


grace's Rtrong box. 

Sir Fobn, Codſo- Co fomm— Ay, ay—oy honour 
s Cncerned, —1| Charge you, | command you don't 
let his grace know it=-Pray bid my fieward Timo. 
thy come co me tis fit I repair bim. What! in 
my huule! 

Enter Timothy, _ 
Tim. $0, pleaſe y »ur worſhip, Thomas Maunder 
het lent your worlhip the two hundred pounds for 
the renewing of his leale. 
Sir Fobn, Villains traitor 
Tim. And John Budge hath paid his Martlemay 
rent in arreai, and ſent your worſhip tie twikess, 
Sir F-bn. Coxcomb, to trouble me with vufineſy 
now. Cone hither, Timothy, what have 1 loft in 
(his feurvy affair here ? 
Tim. Really, upon the ſtricteſt inquiſition I can · 
not find that your worſhip has loſt the value of one 
fingie ſixpence in the whole affair. 
Sir Fobn. Waat doſt thou fay ? 1] am amazed, 
Tim. 'Tis truth upon a ſecond caſting | find all 
ny calh i. numerically the ſame it was lat night— 
an: Doublejug bath all his piate I can aff e your 
worth þ; there is not a tea · ſpoon mifling-l believe 
their defign was hol upon his gf ace. 

Sir . Po. toons! ragamuffins ) as if their 
whole icheme was purpoſely to affront him, and him 
only, Why it cooks, Timothy, as if | wasin 
the plot. Haitker, Timothy, whac ready-money 
is there in the houſe ? 

Tim, Three hundred pounds in filver, and tus 
hundred pounds in gold. 

Sir Febn. I could wiſh you had three hundred 
pounds in gold— Well, well, we muſt make ſhift. 
Do you hear, take the two hundred pieces of gold 
and two hundred pounds in filver preſently, and 
watch carefully carefully, | (ay, for an opportunity 
'o ſlip it into his grace's Arong box privately; tho 
Timothy, you muit do it privately, 

Tim. What would your worſhip flip it into his 
grace's flrong box, cid you ſay? What muſt I dip? 
Sir Jobs. The money, oaf; the money, | (ay; 
the fame ſum to a farthing. I charge you let ao 
creature ſee you, 

Tim. Give me leave, in the ſhorteſt method ima - 
ginable, to reaſon this affair. 

Sir Jobs. Codſo! let me have you do it inftant- 


eping open houſe. IN the good year 


Cl] — ; i 
| Tim. I ſay only that your worſhip has loft ſome- 
re, and that is 


Sir Jen. Impudent varlet; do it, or I' 


your matherpatical countenance out of my « 
this aa Ly 


Timothy.) What, in my bouſe! 
archer and Vultur. ö 
Lurch. Ioverheard him guſt now j he ordered bit 


me ward to place that ſum in tby Airong box, in the 
op v4 gh he unpo ed [ had loft... * 
1 e did fo, che fame en, only more fi- 
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„ however he is diſpoſed to me, there's ſomething 
treat and open in bis character. This manner of 
treatnient makes me even diſreliſh the ſucceſs of 
my enterprize—Ha, here he comes! 1 tremb at 
the ſight of him now.-vSir John, your muſt obe 
fient ; 1 am infinitely obliged to you for the favours 
| have receivedol am ſorry my affairs oblige me co 
leave you ſs ſoon. | 

dir Fobn. You cover me with bluſhes - Ye: your 
grace wi-l, you muſt do me the honour to take a 
bort homely meal before you travel, 

Lurch. | roll away thirty miles before dinner, Sir. 

Sir Jobn, Jult ſnatch a bit, as they ſay— What, 
Robin! Tim! 

Lurch. 1 ſhall run away abruptiy, if you preſs me. 

Sir Jeba. If your grace will have it ſo-Yet let 
me periſh, my lord, if | know how to look your 
grace in the face about the buſive's of laſt night— 
is preſump: vous in me to aſk. torgiveneſs. 

Lyrch. | forgive you from my ſoul, Sir John; 
upon my honour 1 do; 1 am lenfible how much you 
ſuffer every way- 

Sir Fobn.. Then ] remain to the extremeſt mo- 
ment of this frail life your grace's humble debtor. 

Lurch. 1 fear, Sir john, I ſhall be obliged to 
treſpaſs upon your faith for the credit of ſome 
ready=money to carry me home; this accident has 
quite unfurniſhed me, it ſeems. 

Enter Longbattom, who whiſpers Vultur, 

Sir Jabs. Your grace may command me entirely, 
and I am proud 8 | 

Vuit. My lord, John came in juſt now to tell me, 
that as they were about to pack up the firong box 
they found all your grace's money within it. 

| { To Lurcher. 

Lurch. How! I am ſurprized, indeed! Ihe mo- 

ney within it! 
wt. Only the ſpecies changed, and one hun- 
died pounds in fiiver more inftead of gold. 

Lurch. How! I can hardly believe it! what, are 
vein fairy land here, Sir John? { Vult. whiſper: Lurch. 

Sir 7obn. 1 am afraid Timothy did not tak g due 
tate. [ Afde. 


Lurch. J ſuſpected it, truly=Sir John, this is}. 


vokind—my ſervant tells me your ſteward was ob- 
ferved to place the money there, and when he was 
examined, ſald he did it by your «rder—Yoy ſee I 
would make uſe of my credit with you: 1 ſhould 
not have been put to any Incon\ enience by my lodg- 
ng here —generous Sir John — Well, hnce it is ſo, 
g've me leave, however, to give you ſecurity for 
the money, and thiee months hence, when I rc- 
turd from the north, I'll call and repay you. 

Sir Fobn. By no means; you confound me, you 
kill me with confuſion; what, is not your grace's 
boncur ſufficient?  _ 

web. But we are all mortal, you know. 

d Fobn. Dear your grace, excuſe me Dear 
your grace, ſpare me, ; 

Lurch. Well, Sir, T am humble debtor; if 
ever Your come to court again 

Sir Foba. Ah, my lord! 

Lurch, Is the coach ready? | 

Pult, Tis at the gate, my lord. 

Lurch. Sir John, youre Pray take particular 
cate next time a man of quality lies ia your houſe' 
that no thieves diſturb him. 

Sir Fob. Ah, my good lord! 

2 Not a ſtep farther. ] | 

u. Pra - the honour te attend 
„ your re 
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when ! fee you at Bamingron-»l Hall command. in 
turn. ; 

Sir Jabn. Your grace overwhelms me with your 
g-0incls, [Ereunts 
2 —ů— <-> + 

e 
Enter Modely and Heart well. 
AS ever any thing ſo agreeable? 
Heart. What palace couid have en- 
tertained us like his cottage ? wh. 

Mode. Th: blunt old man gave us a meal, plain 
and undilguiſed, 

Heart. Ariieſs and hone ſt, like himſelf. Did yoy 
oblerve the ſweetneſs and puri y of this little dwell- 
ng! The linen ſnelt f iavenier and , ſts 
The honey ſuckles hid the !ight of our ſmali caſes 
ment 

Mode. And mixed their odours with the ſharp 
morning air, and wiked me early). | 

Heart. Why, did you fleep? 

Mode. Like a whipt top. Did not you? 

Peart. Ah, no; my heart was dancing the gallop- 
ing nag; my ſpirits were in arms, and all the mo- 
dility of my biood roared out inc+int!y, Flora, Flora, 

Mode. What! then you are really in love; that 
is, & {a Romanſti. L 

Heart. $» much in love, my heart beats quick 
at her name; I have her conſtantly before my eyes; 
| could fight for her, I could die tor her, I could 
marty her. * 

Made What, you have a mind to put your pas- 
ſion to a violent death. Marry her — 00 fo, ds 
ſoz *tis a certain cure. b 

Heart. Be not fo ſevere; her beauty, George, 
will make my joys immortal. | 

M.de | can't believe either in the immortality of 
her eaut), or your paſſion, 

Heart. Look on her then, and be converted. 

M.de. Convert thyſelf, lad, and don't look i 
like the picture of heigh-ho! [Exit 

Exter Flora, n 
Flora. My uncle, Sir, woulo ſpeak with 50 
Nay, no more love, I intreat, i petition, 1 kndw 
by your looks what you mean. Come, leave this 
whimfical dumb cant of ſighing and ogling, and tell 
me, in plain Engliſh, what you'd haye. 9 

Heart. Could not you help one to a little ready 
beauty? 

Flora. What would you give for a ſmall purchaſe 
that way? 10 

Heart Heart for heart, my dear. k 

Flora. That was the old way, they ſay. Before 
money was in faſhiog, they uſed to barter in kind. 

Heart. Let us renew that honeſt cuſtom in the 
age of innocence and love. e 

Flora. Have you a clear title to the thing you 
would fe? That heart of yours, I watrant, has 
been mortgaged over and over, T 

Heart. Humph ! It has been 2 little dipped ; but 
1 have always honourably redeemed it, IId. 
Flora. Have you a lawful affignment from your 


Made. 


"$9 Arte by no means. 
' v 
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ſtant a8 . turnſtile, his heart's atennis- bah, his in- you will forgive me, when you think how f 


clivztion's the racket, and nis paſſions drive it round 


the World. 


Hearr Dare only to try me, and if you like me 


not, Gi.chaige me. 
Fix; She serves to be robbed who takes 2 ſer 
vant that bring a certificate of his being a chief. 

Heart, Lis nat engraven here, I hope. 

Flora Yes, truy, there is a fort of a faithieſs, 
Jovinz, Len oh, lying air, that hangs upon your 
feat e, ani Fighcens me terribly, 

Heart. Then prapoſe your on ſecurity; bind me 
as'you rieaie. 

Flora. Agreed. Suppoſe then I liked you wel. 
enourh to make a huſband of you; would you marr) 
me ?---Look ye there---confounded---aſtoniſhed at 
ence-r-Mencioning the word only, has put the man 


we are biaſſed to what is/ wrong. Cuſtom, family, 
fortune, I know not hat terrible words, make me 
fear to ſuffer in opinion only. | 
| Flora, I know the diſparity of our fortunes; | 
know you fear your family, and name ſhould ſuff-r, 
Believe me, Sir, they ſuffer more when you but 
tempt an honeſt mind from virtue. 
Heart. Oh, Flora, Flora, thou haſt conquered\ 
I own my crime, and humbly beg you will forgive 
it. Thy words, bright excellence, charm like thy 
beauty; thy ſoul's refined without ſociety or courts; 
nature has form'd thee fair as her own humble 
lilies; no family can mend, no education teach, no 
habit improve your manners, | 
Flora. Oh, man, forflatt'ry and deceit renown'd. 
Heart, In you I fee the moſt perſeRt virtue cloathed 


into a cold ſweat, I profeſs. in all the charms of the moſt elegant form; in you 

Heart. People who marry for love, my dear, are I ſee all that we know of heaven, of thoſe celeſ. 
like hoſe who give bonds with intereſt fer large | tial lights that move for ever, virtue and beauty 
ſums of ready=noney, and ſquander the principat; joined. Thus let me kneel, thus lowly at your 
ſo in a little time are both beggars and priſoners. et, and aſk your hand, your hand and heart in 

Flora. I had rather be a beggor afterwards, than | marriage ; let the prieſt now join vs, Will you, 
a bubble beforehand. But goon to your purpoſe, Sir. | dare you truſt your convert? 

Heart. I would have you leave this ſour old man, | Flora, Away with this! Think ſeriouſly, ſeri. 
and this ruſtic cot, and take your flight with me | ouſly, Sir, Can you for ever love me, for your 
and love—Lose ſhall conduct us with his purple |life ? A poor country girl, without a portion, with. 
wings, joys ſhall meet joys in circles, and new plea- out one penpy for poſterity? Take time, and thinkon't, 
ſures chaſe the ſwift hours away. Thou ſhalt be | Heorr. 1 would marry thee, tho' I wrought with 
gearer to me than any wife can be. | | my hanes for thy daily ſopport. My whole foul, all 
Flora. So, tis out at laſt. What, then I am to | my wiſhes are centered in thee, 
be your miſtreſs only, your pretty bella fawerita, | Florg. Ay, but when we are married they'll move, 
your little private hunting-ſeat; have every incon- |eccentrically again. Marriage is a tedious journey 
venſence of a wife, with the ſcandel of a wench, in a heavy road; many an honeſt fellow, who (et 
and perhaps be forced to clock # brood of illegal | out briſkly at firſt, has been heartily tired before he 
| <hickens after me, and peck about the pariſh for my [reached his inn at night. 

1 Jublitence ? : Heart. 1 muſt not. cannot, will not live without 
ff ' Heart. What horrible ideas doft thou form! No, thee. Give me your hand; let me be yours for ever, 
F my dear, it ſhall not be within my power to wrong} Flora. Come, Sir, 1 ſee you're a man of courage, 

| ou; I will ſettle two hundred pounds a year upon [and if my uncle conſent 
| Toe for liſe, and provide for all our children. Heart. I'll go in, and aſk jt without ceaſing—But 

Flora. With s ſham lawyer, and a counterfeit ſet- [ſhall I then be ſure of yours? 
tlement, | Flara. I don't know—But I think you do what 
'» Heart! Chuſe your own lawyer, take your own |you will with me. | [ Exennt, 
ſecurity, make your own truſtees; you thall have an 
Inheritance in my heart and my land as firm as if | Mode. I can't imagine where Heartwell is gone, 
vou were born to it. nor can I find the girls. I have hunted every 

Flora. To be ſerious, then, Tince you are fo, III Ha, Miſs! have I caught you ? 
tell you, all the inheritante I 'boaft or wiſh for, is Enter Aura, 
this low, humble cottage, and a mind, 1 hope 24 Aura. Sir, the tea is ready. 
virtuous mind, that cannot, esen is this fituation, | Mode. Tea! Why, you live within doors as bo- 
bear diſhonour, Take back your worthleſs trifle of [litely as the people of our world, as elegantly. This 
a heart, ard your more worthleſs promiſes, and ſcottage is like a diamond in the quarry, all rough 


Enter Modely. 


0 know, I feorn #+ mach to yield to the mean bargain | without, within all light and beauty. Does your 
'1 of your hireling peſſhon; as you do to ſubmit to ho- [father drink tea too?” : 
6 our able love. 2 = [ Gring: Aura. No, Sirz his conſtant breakfaſt is a pipe 
| Heart. Stay, you ſhall fay—Let me but think's ſand a pot of Oftober,-But he expects us all this 
lg moment WWW e |  [ Going, you, 
| Furs. Think then, vngrateful man, what 'tis| Ade, Hold, hold! Why, do you think III de be 1 
I = do. My father, whofe prop I am, the ſtay off ſerbed a this manner? H 
| old age, taught me, with pious care, to tread the| Aura. What'manner ? * a nk 
aths of wircuet how would it tear the firings of f Made. How well you kept your appointment lat | 
"is odd heart to ſee me fallen-at once to ſhame and | night; gypſey! " 1 
infamy? You call yourſelf a gentleman, and ſay, Ara. What oppojatment? Wh 
the laws'sf faith and honour, when they're broken, Mode. To meet me j the arbour at the lower end wy 
alk life forrecompence; the lye is death; yet you [of the orchard,” nldne, 4 
would falfify your truſt to him, defraud him of his | Aare. Pleaſant! | meet s man at night in an 1. you 
areaſere i his ebiüd, intiofpitably murder your good f bour alone! Oh, hideous! Wheat ſhould 1 do there? 1 
hoſt, the man whoſe houſe you entered with a tru Mode. Do! Why, I was t6 have made love to you 8 
Ut ould to common thieves, under theſe hmi- in ſoft nonſenſe, you were to have been very . 5 
tations, 'be ſ-cred and inviolable. © | and very kind, and fo was toe raviſhgd you w! * 
rat. Ohy thou baft touch'd foul! I feel. your own conſent, that's All. Abt s bluſh upon d 8 
thy worde x conſcious pang ſtabs thro' my — — conſent looks ſo ſweetly by moontight. © 11 
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Mede. In a dream, deary; tis pity.it was not real 
As. Go, you're a devil. | 
Mode. Y ou're an angel. | ) ws | 
Aura. Be gone——l fly thee, Satan Ex. running. 
Mode. III follow-thee to the world's end, thou 
jon for a ſaint. - : Exit. 
SCENE, the Green before the Cottage. 
Enter Heartwell, Flora, and ſeveral Countrymen and 
. . omen. 

Heart. My good neighbours, I thank you all for 
theſe favours. I hope you'll dine with me ta-mor- 
row. I beg you'll excuſe me now. In the mean 
time, here is ſomething to drink this lady's health. 

[ Exeunt all but Heartwell and Flora. 
My wife! ———>my dear -I am now richer than the 
ſea; I have a treaſure in thee more valuable than 
what the earth contains. 

Enter Shackle figure. 

How now ! what ſolema piece of formality, what 
man of wires is this, that moves towards us? He 
ſtirs by clock-work, like St, Dunſtan's giants; he 
prepares to open his mouth, as if he could not ſpeak 
vithout an order of court, 

Sback. Save you, right worſhipful Sir. 

Heart. And you eke alſo, 

Sback. Sir John Engliſh, my moſt bountiful lord 
and maſter, hearing by the mouth of common 
am. a 

| Heart, Common fame is a common lyar, friend; 
you have your news from the worſt hands, 

» Shack, Sir, you break the thread of my diſcourſe. 

Heart. Well, join it again, 2nd go on. 

Shack, Sir John Engliſh, my moſt bountiful lord 
and maſter, hearing, by the mouth of common 
fame, that you were joined in holy wedlock to the 
niece of his good tenant, Solomon Freehold, ſends 
his wiſhes ambaſſadors by me, the humbleſt of his 
vaſlale, that you and your fair bride will be pleaſed 
to ſup and conſummate your marriage at his houſe. 

Heart, Verily, thou haſt well unfolded thy meſ- 
ſage ; now plait it up carefully again, friend, and 
give my ſervice to thy maſter, Sir John, and ſay, 
that my wiſhes are to be private for a night or two. 

Shack. Sir, I ſhall report. or carry back your 
anſwer accordingly. 

Flora. Stay, friend, ſtay a moment To Heart.] 
If 1 could prevail upoa you, you ſhould grant, Sir 
John's requeſt, 

Heart. Twill interrupt our happineſs. Noiſe is 
an enemy to tranſport. I am ſo covetous, I would 
have thee for ever alone. 

Flora. But Sir John has always been to me the 
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fort of our lives; when the land has been carefully 
and virtuouſly cultivated, 

M-de. Why, you don't really intend to marr} this 

irl ? n N | 

Heart. Really, I believe I ſhall. 

Mode. lndeed! Ah, pretty '—Do'e, do'e, fling 
two thouſand pounds a year away upon à Cottage, 
Marian—— take the retuſe of a bumpkin to your 
marriage-bed, and after that be the cuckold of the 
plow man. 

Heart. How! What? 

Made. Ay, ten to one but ſome ſinewy threſher, 
who has warmed her briſk blood at a hop ora wake, 
ſteps into your place, and delivers down a poſt=rity 
of young flail-drivers, known by the nam: of 
Heartwcll | ee 

Heart. Fie, Modely! no more of this. You 
know her virtue is unſullied as her beauty; beſiaee, 
her education has been above theſe cjods. - 

Mode. Her education has been among them. .: 
why ſhould you marry her? Shew her ſame gold, 
man; promiſe her mountains, bargain tor her, nut- 
chaſe her, run away with her, keep her two or then: 
years, breed out of her--Why ſhoulo you buy Ui 
whole piece, when you may have a ſuit for a lau- 
ple? Wear her a little, and then 

Heart. Sir, l bore your haſty refleQtions with tem- 
per, while I believed your meaning was friendly; 
but now I find you indulge your i!l-nature at the 
expence of a virtuous woman — 

Mode. Oh, oh! you are grave==that ie, you are 
growing mad indeed, and begin to rattle your metii- 
monial chain. X | 

Hegrt. I am talking of- religion to a heretic, of 
morals to a libercine. i194 

Mode. Well, well, then it ſhail have it's toy. Did 
it cry for a wife? It tall be tied to it, it nothing 
elfe, will do; like an ideot with a horn-book at his 
girdle. It ſhall have a ginger-bread wife toa, bu: 
without any gilding. 

Heart. Pr'ythee, George, don't make me. 
with thee in carneſt. IL 

Meade. What is the matter with the man? Art 
thou mad? Thou art as uneaſy as if chou wert al- 
ready married, and had found the corn in the fiels, 
when you did not know the grain was ſo-wed. 

Heart. Why, then, to confeſs the honeſt truth, 3 
am married, at 

Made. Married! When? 1 4 1! 

Heart. Juſt now. | 

Mode. To whom ? 

Heart. To Flora. | 4 

Mode. Very good! And fo you come to know. 


. 
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moſt obliging, kindeſt, beſt-natured man z at this} ſeems, whether you ſhall give bond for the den. 


time it would lool like ingratitude to refuſe him; 
Give me my tequeſt 3 tis the firſt I ever made. I'l} 
60 before and. prepare the old gentleman to receive 
you, and prevent all ceremonious trouble, You'll 
be thera. In an hour. 
Heart, I can deny thee nothing. Tell your maſ: 
ter ll wait on him. » { Exeunt Shack. and Flora, 
ster Modely. | 
Made. Ha, George! 1 was looking for you, 
What ſhall 1 do? You ſhall edviſe me. Shall 1 marry 
my dear little girl, or no? - | 
Made. To marry for love, my friend, is confining 
Your whole body. for the error of your eyes only. 
Heart, Ay, but where-one loves, one would keep 
man te one's ſelf. a 
Made. He, hal. keep a woman to one's ſelf. He 
that purchaſes, an eſtate where all the world take 4 
nieht of common, may build churches for-atheiils | 
dd alng-houſes for miſers: : | - / | 


— 


when there's an execution upon the goods. 10 
Heart. Well, George; but now you know my 
caſe, tell me, as a friend, only your opinion of what 
have done. | 1 
Made. Done! Pox, you have done ta veryifi'!; 
thing z ſold yourſelf for a Wwazen baby, a painigc 
moppet, a gay, prating, party-col ured paraquits, 
which little maſter will play wich till he is fick pt? 
it, and then in a gloomy: mo be rend to twiſt ie 
neck off. Ha, ha! a very pre ty fellow, to make 
vow to be always in the limt wind. (Oops! 5 
look as if you walked upon your: haad, with your 
brains in your breeches. 1 een go 
Heart. Thou art ſo 4ooſty, thy Imagination wan- 


| ders what wietue-is .. There 1s no talking with, het. 
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aft ſuch an uneonſeſonable price as matrimony. [ Ex, 

100 Modely re-enters with Aura. 

Aru. Oh, Lud! you have brought all the blood 
in my body into my face. * 

Mode. Colour is the life of beauty. Can you be 
angty with me for making you more handſome, I 
fwear I will be ever faithful. Come, you little dear 
rogue; you ſhall truſt me. 

Aura. Never, never. Oh, lud! don't aſk me. My 

| heart beats as if it would break a way thro' my breaſt. 

Mode. What, won't you truſt me with a kiſs? 

Ara. That's a trifle. [ Kiſſes ber.] You're impu- 

Mide. You're idle, Ident. 

Aura. I ſwear I'll cry out. 

Mode. Y ovu'li expoſe yourſelf, 

Aura. Lud, Sir! what do you mean? 

- Mode. To wreſtle for a fall only, There's a couch 
in the next room will tell no tales. This way, my 
dear Struggling, ] Nay, now you are a little fool. 

Aura. [Getting one band looſe, fliribes bim. ] I'll tear 
your eyes out. Help, heip, for Heaven's ſake ! mur- 
der, murder. : 

Enter Freehold, and two — who run up te 
Modely, diſarm and ſeize bim. 

Freer. Ah, ware haunches, ware haunches !... There. 
So, ſo; the hunt is ſafe. [ Exit Aura.] What vi- 
cious cur is this, poaching by himſelf? What, my 
good friend, Mr. Modely ? Why, thou art a very im- 
pode nt fellow. What canſt thou ſay forthyſelfnowgha' 

Mode. Say ! why, I ſay your kinſwoman here was 
very uncivil, and all that, 

Free. You would have been too eivil, and all that. 
Come, bring him along; he ſhall have a fair race for 
jr, Our moat, Sir, is ſomewhat wide, but not very 
clear; now, if yoga can out-run, and out-ſwim Tow- 
ſer, I believe you'll not make a hunting-ſeat of my 
hovſe again in haſte, 

Mode. Sir, 1 expeQ to be treated as a gentleman. 

"Free. How ? | 

Mode. Take off your bull-dogs ; let me ſpeak 
one word with you alone, and I'll tell you. 

Free. Come on, Sir! I'll truſt you; I'll give 
vu more cred't than you deſerve.-Do you hear! 

» tay without, that you may be ready when I call. 
LE. ent Country Fellows.) Well, Sir, what have 
you to ſay now, why ſentence ſhould not paſs ? 

Made. Sy: why, 1 Gy, Sir, that what I did 
was according to the common law; that the com- 
mon law is cuſtom, and that it Has been the cuſtom, 
time out of mind, for us young fellows, whoſ: 
blood flows briſkly, to uſe no crremony with a 
whileſome cherry-cheek, whether on haycock, 
mradow, barn, or bed.” , 

' Free. Extremely well! and fo you would have 
khotked her down, and raviſhed her. 
Made. A little agreeable force is abſolutely ne. 
cATary ; it ſaves the woman's honour, and gives 
loch an edge to the appetite——— 
Fe. Ae. And fo, having finiſhed this ho- 
nauruhle affair, that is, having robbed the poor 
Erl of all that could be dear or valuable, having 
tiſhonoured her, diſgraced yourſelf, and done an 
irreparable Wrong; why, you could have bummed 
a tone, kalten a pinch of ſnuff, ſat down perfectly 
ſar} in the probity of the action, and have re- 
conciled yourſelf to your own refleQions with as 
mut eaſt n you drink a diſh of tea. What pro- 
volces you to this irguſtice? 
_ Made. Loves bose and joy, old wormwood, 1 
hav made xriengue with my youth, to get the bet- 
ter of time; I have faſt hold of his ferelock, and 
wow t let en mem peſy-withourenjoyntent, | 
anraten Nnfe, and nature des, 
n ſedond 
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| hence in the mesdo behind the fur m alone. 


| , ! 0 | 
we ſapplien: -* 543-2 li Ti e e wy 


Gentle boy, then fill my cup. , 

A bumper, Copid, fill it up ; 
With youth, and wit, and noble fires, 
Vigorous health, and young defires, 

Free. This fellow's in a blaze 3 his blood has (et 
him all in fire. 

Mode. | love the whole ſex, Sir; the beautify) 
adore as angels; the ugly, as Indiens do the devil 
for ſear ; the witty perluade me, the innocent aj 
lure me, the proud raiſe my ambition, and tne 
humble my charity; the coquerte ſhows me 2 pl-1. 
fing chaſe, the falſe virtue of the prude gives oil to 
my flame, and the goo-/<natured girt quenches it, 
"There's a pleaſure in puituing thole that fir, and 
"ris cowardly not to meet the tair-one that advan. 
ces. Say what you will, I am in love; in love, 91g 
boy, from bead to foot ; } am Curies butt, and 
ſtand ready to receive his whole quiver. 

Free. II tell thee what thou art ; thou art a ro. 
mance finely bound and gilt, and thy inside is full 
of ſilly love and lyes, ſenſeleſs and ſhowiſh. 

Made. And thou art a fatire, as the title ſays, 
againſt vice and immorality. What, I think thoy 
art the ſoureſt old fellow that ever 1 met with, 
You invite a man to your houſe here, and then deny 
him the only tit-bit he has 2 mind to. 

Free, You have broke every ſocial virtue, and 
yet impucently imagine you are ju the character of 
a gentleman. 

Mode. How, Sir! you grow ſcurrilous. {Gring, 

Free. Nay, you ſhail hear me, or II recal my 
myrmidons ; they wait my word, you know, A 
gentieman ought not to dare ts think of doing 
wrong to any. His love, his friendſhip, his courage, 
his generoſity, his religion, his vd and his honour, 
ſhould be inviolably bound to the Rrict laws of virtue. 

Mode. This may be the picture of a ſaint; but 
for the character of a fine gentleman, tis as unlike 
it, my dear 

Free. As ho are, Your love is luft, your friend. 
hip inreteſt, your courage brutal butchery, your 


lye, an! your honour a jeſt. 

Mode. Hi, he very conciſe and ſmart; but I 
take nothing ill of thee. Thou art like a frofy 
morning, ſha'y and wholeſome. Drar Sir, your 
moR obedient ſervant; you lee | have ford vour 
Jobation very patiently, And fv, compliments 
being paſſ d on both les, 1 humbly rake wy leave. 

Free, Hold, Sir, 1 demand fatis/gQion for the 
wrong you have done my family. 

Made. With all my heart, old boy; your time, 
place, and weapons. Will you uſe ſeconds ? 

Free, Aye, an! thirds too, if you provoke me. 
Look ye, friend, according to the zuſteſt ſentiments 
1 can firm of ths aff»ir, vou A to be knocked 
o the head, extinguiſhed for the good of ſociety, u 
I would one o my cattle that had got a diſtemper 
in his blood, which made him run a muck at the 
herd. But cuſtom, that invades the rights of ga- 
ture, and makes us act by ſenſeleſs example, (ay 
you are a gentleman, and have d right tojuſtify one 
wrong, by committing another. ; 
| Mode. Pox o' your preamble come to the point, Sit, 

Free, The young woman you, have wronged has 
a ſervant, Sir, « young Oxvnian, a lover of her, 
who at preſent lives with his kirſman, Sir Joho 
above ; he all meet you, ant bleed you for thit 
fe ver. I know the young fellow loves her, and by 
tigt to do himſelf juſtice. © I thin that is the caſt 
you have for it. He ſhall meet you elf an hour 
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: Free, If you fail, I'll tick your name upon every, 


tree in the pariſh, for à coward, a poltroon, that 
dares not fight in a wrong cauſe j and that is a great- 
er reproach to a man of modern honour, than a 
thief or a murderer, [IE i Freehold. 

Made. An ilt-natured old puppy, to engage a man 
in a quarrel toonnHowever, I think | am pretty 
well off, this is much better than the diſcipline 
of Towſer and the ditch, or than my iriend's matrimo- 
tal comfort; though 'tis very ugly, methinks, 
too, to fight upon an icle bufinet- here. But "tis 
the faſhion, the mode, and, as ole Crabtree (ays, 
right or wrong, we are obligeo to obey it. [ Ear. 

 %%, "i Mw. 
SCENE, a Cloſe bebing the Farm. 
Enter Mogely. 

Mode. Fine evening, realy, for a coo throf 
or two Where 15 the wartior that 15 
to enter ain me here "Egad, | wiſh 'twas over; 1 
don't like it; it firs bot queliviſhly up o my 04 
mach, Oh! yonder he comes crofs the ſtile No, 
that's a boy, I think. I ſuppoſe he has ſent ſane 
formal excule ; the women have locked him up, the 
country is raileo, or the juſtices have ſen! their war- 
nate forth to Rop all military proceedings, and 

make up the matter over a cup of October. 

Enter Aura, in Boy's Chaths. 

Aura. Your lervant, Sir. 

Mode. Vours, Sir. 

Aura. | am invited hither, Sir, to do juſſice to 
an injured beauty, whom I rave the honvur to be 
well with——and 1 ſuppoſe you are my man. 

Mode. Thy man, NN and what then, 

Aura. Why, then, Sir, on the behalf of that fair 
one, | demand the honourable amends, Sir. To uſe 
violence to a lady is an affront not ty be put up; to 
teat the boughs, and offer to hav! down the fruit be- 
fore it was conſenting, kindly ripe—lf, you had 
climbed up the lad der of her affect ions, and gathered 
it regul.i:ly with the conſent of the owner, there 
had been no harm done. a 

Made. Ha! thou art a very pretty metaphorical 
prigſter. Hark ye, child, go home preſently, or | 
will gather a handful of nettles under that hedge, 
ind whip thee moſt unmercifully. 

Aura. Huh, huh! Goliah the ſecond, Mow he 
krots and bounces! Sir, I ſhall whip you thro' che 
guts. What are your weapons? 

Mode. Netle-tops, infant; nettle-tops, 

"Awa. What, are you for your country diverſions 
of this ſort ? Flaile, cudgels, ſey the-, beck - wol de, 
daken-towele, or wrestling? I have orought many 
a Qouter man than you down, before now, with my 
Corniſh hug, Or are you for the town gailantcies, 
lagle rapier, (word and dagger, (word aud piſtol, ſin- 
tie piſtol, blunderbuſs, demi-cannon, culvetin, howit- 
ter, mortar- pie ce, or barrel of gun-powder ? I am rea- 
/ at any of theſe weapone, to wait your commands. 

Made. Look thee, thou impertinent inſect, thou 
my de troubleſome, tho* thou canſt not be hurt- 
ful; therefore, if thou flieſt about my face thus, l 
ſhall be forced to pat thee down with my hahd, and 
tread thee out, | 

Arg. Homph !—You're very pert. 
hare r fa 855 * h ted 
in this” ad, that ſhe has e ou. 

** littleneſß in her affairs! r 

Aus, Who, I, Sir ? Oh, I bave been ber premier 
niniſter a great whi e By ber good will, ſhe would 
deter pay | 
defid " Far: 4 


1 * Kale PI: 
* l undo thay urs ber ploy - ellen, 


% what jotereft | 


thing to ck; a, pin about. ber 
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her gentle refreſbmeat, ber pretty pillow - bay, her 
atternoon's corcial, and her tea at breaklaſt, her 
evening's lumber, and her morning's indelences 

Aura. You are ſuperlatively ſmart. Sir, I ſhall 
give you to underſtand inſtantly, that the reputation 
of a laay is not thus impioully to be {parted with 
Oons, eat your words; down with chem again this 
moment, or I'll ram the inſolent epithets beck again 
witi the hilt of my ſword, 


relieve thy reaton with a dram of reflection. is 
the town talk: the whole village, and all che ;ar:thes 
und r.ng of it- I am'fure thou woulct not die a 
maityr to falthood. Why, thy engagements there are 
knawn to every body; 't $ no ec e, my prertineſs. 

Aura. Ay, Sir, tis true; bu tis not o gallant to 
enter into paiticu.arities of that fort. | ho', a: you 
ſay, indeed, 1 am ſenſible tis no ſecret. The tfair 
Das made a noiſe; the fury of che por creature's 
pathon did now and then blind her diſcretion. I 
ink this is the ſeventh duel 1 have engaged in for 
her and Flora—=the levenih; no, the eighth—there 
were three juitices, two excilemen, a perſon, and 
yourſelt=—— 

M:de. Thou art a terrible little ſquib. What had 
Flora to do in this quartel? What! you have had 
her two, hah? | 

Aura. An, Sir, the ; but ſhe is married. I am glad 
of it, taith, ve:y glad of it. Poor man! your friend, 
Il mean. I hope he is not apt to be j-alvus? Jtihis 
ſan and heir ſteps into the warld a month or (o bee 
fore ihe ulysl time, 1 could with he would rather 
impute it to the forwaranels of his buy, than the ill 
conduct of his wife. | | 

Mede. Thou art the moſt impudent, wickel, lite, 
b-agging, lying ſon of «a whos, tnat ever | met with, 

Au- a. Demme, Sir, fon of a whore in your testh! 
— What! B-caul. I have repiieved you, ſuffered you 
0 breathe a minute or two longer, while | diverted 
you wich my ga lautriew—you grow inſolent. 

Mede. Ha, ha! thou ait a very potgun charged. 
with air. p 

Aura. And thou art a wooden blunderbutis with- 
out any charge at all. | 

Mode. Thou mot infig1ificant teising terrier, thou 
ferret of a coney-warren—by heavent, if thou doit 
provoke me, T1 will cut thee into minced-meat, and 
have thee diſ[hea up for . hy miitre(s's wedding=dioners 

[ Mudely draws, and acvances lowurds Aura. 


up your tword z pu 1 up, Liayo- rat, 27, this in- 


M.de. Hah ! What have yuu thre ticks too, my 
h.ile bully 0 


uſe you like a gen leman Vu tave a longer 1each 


this, or thisz which you plate: [ Preſenring piflels« 
luſpect my honour. 1 
Made. How are they loaded ? R 
Avra Equally, Sir, with a brace of balls. 


the young dog is no in : arneſt, 


Enter F eeiioids 4 


were juſt going to de ſerious here. This little hff- 


uff hector will let ao be with your fam but 


Me de. Cool thyſelf, Narciſſus; cool thyteif, child; 


Rant, or you die! [ Mute, puts up bis ſword. | do, (One. 


You may change it, or draw ic and recharge it, if you . 


Aura. [A. uni o, and prejenting a piftel. ] Put 


Aura Very well; now you have obeyed me, I'll 


than I, ane therefore i may not be to reafonavle to. 
engage with fingie word. Here, tike one of be 


- 


Mode. What can be ihe meaning of all this ? Sure n 


— 


Free, Hey, my brave buy! my cock o the game! 
my las of mettie! my Cupid io arms! there, ba 
. {ſtands his Yround to an inch, I told you he wobld 
find you ſpirt, my Cuvent-garden fried All 1 aan. 
fay. is, he ſhaots flying fleßß nit to 1d 

Made. Hahl. 1, am glad you arg come, farmer: w . 


Ds 
. 


1185 it ſeems: pr'ythee let us make up this af- 
air, old gentle man. Egad, if I am in the wron 
why methipks it might be better —I don't 
kB I can't fancy this cool way of murder, 
with a flach and a pop— 5 

Free, Oh, Sir, he is a perfect Spaniard with an 
Engi'th heart, I know him—zothinz will ſatisty 

im but your blood. 

Aura No, Sir—nothing but your blood—your 

oo, Sir! 

Mode. Say you ſo? Why then if nothing elſe will 
do, hive at you, my boy 

Free. Look at your flint and your prime: are they 
ip right order ? 

Aura. 1 warrant you. Pleaſe to ſtand wide a little, 
Sir; a ball may graze. [To Freehoid.] Now, come 
on, Sir. For want of à cloak let us retreat from 
each other five -yards, then turn round upon our 
heels at one motion, and let fly. Are you ready? 

[ They retire and turn round, Modely fires, and Aura 

drops as if foot. 

Free. Oh, he is ſhat! he is Killed | my poor boy 


is murdered, 


Mode. What have I done ? Curſe on my ſteady hand. 
Free, Help! murder! murger! help! 
8 Enter Countrymen. 

Mode. Say you ſo? Nay, then 'tis time to ſave 
one 3 by your leave, as faſt as my feet or my fears 
Can cairy me. [Ereunt all but Free. and Aura. 

Aurg. What are they gone ? Is the ſtage clear? 

Free, Hab, let me kiſs thee, my dear little girl; 
this was admirably performed, 1 was afraid you 
durſt not have ſtood the powder, | 

Aura. No, nol put in but half a charge, and no 
wadding-ol had really much ado. to provoke him to 
fight ; ſo, ſo, we'll he w him a little country-pley 


now; we'll teach him to raviſh, I warrant. 
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Free. No, no: what you muſt bear with a little 
noiſe at firſt—A bridegroom, and afraid of a fade! 
But ſee the door opens, and the company are mov. 
ing towares us. 

SCENE opens, Flora and true Women Servant ape 
pear drefſed yenteelly; they move toward: Heart. 
Heart. What's here? Ladies too! So, 1 find I mug 

run throꝰ the impertinence of the night. 1 would give 

* fiager now to be in bed, the curtains drawn, 

and all quiet, with my dear girl by my fide, 80 

ſeems I muſt — — ! : 1225 
Flora. Sir, you have ſtolen a wedding among yg 

here, and we come time enough, I hope, to give you 

joy of it. 

Heart. My love! my dear! I am ſurpriſed! Why 
haſt thou changed thyſelf thus from what thou wert“ 
x 8 I hope my features are not altered with my 
dreſs. 

Heart, I ſwear, my love, thou canſt receive no ad- 
dition by dreſs, but what will injure the fimplicity 
of thy charms, But, pr'ythee, tell me why have you 
changed your dreſs? 

Flora. To tell you, Sir, the truth, then, I was 
obliged to change my dreſs; my landiord has obliged 
me to it, and you know we country-folk muſt obey 
our landlords. 

Heart. Well, I am ſatisfied.—Y ou have obeyed 
him then. 

Flara. Yes, Sir; but he is a very obſtinate, ſelf. 
willed man; and 1 think a little too barbaroully iu- 
hftg—— 

Heart. Infifts! upon what ? 

Flora. Why, be infifts upon my performante of 
the Cuſtom of the Manor z and therefore, in order to 
make me more pleafing in his eyes, commanded me 
to dreſs thus, 

Heart. Cuitom of the Manor Dreſs yourſelf—— 


Free, Well, 1 muſt wait upon his companion, Commanded you to be pleaſing to bis eye What 


hone(t Heartwell. He expect: me to attend bin to 
wo hoy according to his wife's requeſt, 
ura. Do ſo; while I flip the back way through 
the orchard, into the hall-houſe, and undreſs, that! 
may be with you time enough to finiſh my part: 
this is a day of buſineſs, i faith. E xeunt. 
SCENE, the Hall of Sir John's Houſe, 
Enter Heartwell, Freehold and Tim. Shackſeſigure. 
Heart. How could you uſe a lover ſo roughly? 
Free, A rough. lover ſhould be uſed ſot why he 
was Juſt going to knock her down I ſuppoſe 
that 1s his method. 
Heart. And the little girl ſtood his fire gallantly ? 


is all this heap of confuſion. and nonſenſe ? 

Free, Why, Sir, 1'1! tell you, in ſhort 3 "tis this 
The lord of our manor has claimed by preſcription, 
time out of mind, and ſtill does claim, the firſt night's 
lodging of every tenant's daughter married here; 
therefore our maidens, when they marry, go out of 
this pariſh, unleſs they are willing to pay the forſeit 
in kind, 

Heart. What! you are merry ; very merry; fo, go 
on i how! 

Free. Yet when ſuch an accident as this happened 
here, he generally uled to take an equivalent in mo- 
ney or goods; but now he is reſolved to be paid in 


Free. O, moſt heroically! O' my conſcience, 1 kind; be will take no modus z and for that reaſon 


ieve ſhe would have fought him in earneſt, 
t. Is he taken? 
Ay, ay, we have him faſt. 

Heart. Well, then Jet his fears pay the price of his 
fin: I thiak bis puniſhment very juſt. But ſee where 
olſt Steddy-muſcle tands in form to introduce us. 

Free. Ay, come on now you ſhall ſee a worthy 
piece of anciquity, a right bred old Engliſh country 
gentleman ; one who keeps open houſe the whole 
year round, and yet never took or paid a penny for 
a vote in bis life. 

. Shack. Sir, with the greateſt ſubmiſſion, if it 
ſhall. be your worſhip's good pleaſure, I will wait on 
the company within, and know if it ſhall be their 

ure to receive you. [Exit Shack. 
ret. Do ſo, old Stiff-rump, do. This fellow 
himſelf as regular as his day-book. 

t. Company! What company? 
ree. A friend or two only, perhaps, that Sir John 
haz in 719.2 a dapce, or ſo. 


has ſent for you hither, to let you know his claim. 

Heart. Confound his claim eurſe upon his manor, 
and his cuſtom too: l ſhovt him thro! the head for 
having the inſolence to think on't. 

Free. Ay, but that is not the caſe z that is not tht 
buſi neſe, my friend. 

Heart. What caſe | What buſineſs! Con found your 
impertinence : out with it. 

Free. Why, then ſuppoſe your wife ſhoud 

Heart. Should what? I tread upon a razor's edge 
Should what? =” 

Free. Should like this landlord. 

Heart. Like him! 

Free. Ay, love him, love him to diſtraction, doit 
upon him; nay, more, be as willing to pay him down 
this cuſtom in kind, as he is to receive it. . 

Heart. Furies! damnation! What do you mean) 
[To bis wife.] Madam, what does all this tend wh 

Free. ¶ Afide.] $0, ſo : bis blood circulates fine!) 
---Faith, 1 begin to pity him. What a confounded 
hurry his ſpitits ate in : 


Heart. dance—a friend—'Sdeath you-difeat 
me Nane ms te him I beg your * 


Pius. Why, dau le, Ed. Thielagdlen 
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faith, honour, and gcatinuce. 

Heart, Oh, very well, very well ! [ Walks about in 
diarder. | Tell me, thou evil ſpirit in anangel's form, 
wheretore was I choſen out to be thus abuſed, ha? 

Free, Becauſe you are a man af fortune, Sir; be- 
eauſe ihe 4 in a little time to break your beart, 
and enjoy the fullthird of two thouſand pounds a year. 

Heart. Pray, Madam, favour me—Y ou fee I bear 
this affair very calmly—Pray, tell me, tho' I ſuppoſe 
is nd unreaſonable requeſt—what particular obliga- 
tions you have to this landlord ? 

Flora. Such, Sir, of ſuch a nature you force 
me to repeat them——2g nothing can diſſolve. 1 
love him paſſionately, and I believe his affection for 
me is mutual ; nay, I hope it will endure to the laſt 
moment of my lite. 

Heart. That it ſha'l; for I'll put an end to it in- 
ſtantly. [ Offers to draw, Freehold Heldt bim. 

Free. Mold, hold! Fie, Don Orlando ! draw upon 
a woman. Look ye, Sir, ere your front, hold up 
your head, and learn to bear your fortune like 2 
huſband. - I aſſure you, Sir, your lady has been at 
St, J«me»'s, ſhe has, Sir z and ſhe plays at piquet, 
omore, h- ſſet ; yes, and has her aſſemblies, tex-ta- 
bles, viſiting-daysz together with a polite taſte of 
every \ncidental pleaſure thereunto belonging. 

Heart. [ Singing.) Tol, lol, toll— Pray, Me'em, 
what's o'clock ' | have been married but four hours, 
and I am breeding already. My wife, it ſeems, has 
antedated my commi Hon. Get my horſes ready. 
Tu ride poſt to Japan, but I'll be rid of this affair. 
But ſt In cut this toll-taking raſcal's throat. A 
dog! Who ſhall drink his ſkim- milk? What's his 
name? Where is he? Who is this landlord ? 

Flora. Let your paſſion abate a little: let it ebb a 
while: recal your reaſon, and I'll tell you—Know 
then, you are this landiord, Sir, the ſole lord of this 
demeſae and mei this morning I was miſtreſs of 
this houſey theſe ſervants, and all the dirty acres 
vithin chice miles round us; now they are yours, 
you are their maſter now. 

Free: What ſay you, Sir? Shall the landlord 
have his due, or no? . 

Heart, My hex':, my tongue, my eyes, my ſoul 
overflow with joy! what ſhall I do to pay this un- 
exampled goodauſs ? 

Flora, | Was reſolv'd, fully reſolv'd, never to 
venture on a huſband, till | was certainly convinc'd 
my perſon... and not my fortune, was his aim: that 
progt. I think you have moſt generouſly given me, 
and |, feel myſelf tranſported with joy; when 1 
think I am capable of making you this grateful re- 
turn.,-| hope you will forgive the little deceits 1 
hav* us'd to procure theſe affurances. 

Heart. Give me thy hand, thy lips, thy heart; 
there let me «well for ever, I cannot be more happy. 

Flirg, 1 thought our jeſt grew # little too ſevere 
it aſt, It gave me pain to (ee him ſuffer ſo for an 
Imaginary evil. 

Free. Oh, it was proof of his paſſion ; tis good 
to give nature a fillip now and then; tis like a race 
in a froſty morning, it ſets the blood upon the flow 
* deliciouſly—Bur (ee your friend in bonds, Mr. 

0 ey, ; 

Modely . guarded by txwo Country Fel- 

s @ Conflable, c. N 

Heart. What! in-eaptivityg George! 

Corft, An' it pleaſe your worſhip; we have cateh's 
1 vegtom man here, hen committed à murder 
as | may (ay, in-nelghbour (Freehold s Five-Acres ; 
and {oy Sir, an lib you, we bring him hicher to rake 
werhibition upon the ſaid burglary aſote Sir Jann. 

- Who has be murder'd Þ | 
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I am obliged to love, obliged to it by all the ties of Conf. Nei nea, I knaw nat.— The young fellow 
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and he beliken ha' had ſome words abouten their 
ſweethearts, and ſo he ſhot en— That's aw. ˖ 

Heart. | always told you, George, what theſe 
wild ways would bring you to, but you would fill 
run riot up on every thingy what could you expect? 

Mede. Yes, faith, we have made a very pretty 
expeditiun—One of us is marry'd, and t'other may 
be hang' d. My comfort is, I ſhall be out of my 
pain firſt. 

Flora. Oh, my dear, that barbarous man, it ſeems; * 
has kill'd one of the prettieſt youths that ever liv'd, 
the pron.iſe of the fineſt gentleman. | . 

Mode. Hah! A very fine gentleman, truly. Hark 
ze, friend, you that are fo happy in your chains, don't 
'nfſul!— The waſps Fave been at thoſe ſweet-meats=— 
The little raſcal bouge'd of favours from that very 
vi tuous lady yoor ſpouſe—and therefore IK i'd him. 

Heart. That does not relate to me, my dear George; 
her perſon was her own, you know, till within theſe: 
frw hours Pr'ythee, don't mind theſe things now, 
but turn all thy thoughts on another world Think: 
on thy paſt life, and tremble, gh 

Mode, A contented one, too—- Mighty good! I 
don't doubt, as this was a gentleman's duel, I hall 
have gentlemen's play for my life: keep my chamber 
a month or two, touch cold irony and come out as 
free as liberty--- While you, having beat your poor 
wings in vain againſt the bar of your conjugal cage, 
fir ſollenly moulding the remainder of your feathers, 
un fiecen to death o the pip. 

Free. I believe | hall ſecure that affair; I can 
orove premeditated malice; Ican prove the challenge; 
and you know very well I ſaw you ſhoot him before 
his piſtol was cock's. x f 

Mode. So- --ſo---Nay, then my buſineſs is done! 
Thou devil, what have l done to thee, that thou tor- 
menteſt me thus? If 1 could come ut thee, I'd 
pawn my credit for one fin more, and ſend thee down 
to the father of falſhood, with a lye in thy mouth. 

Heart. Don't vex the poor man fo. 

Flora. Confider him, i beſeech you, as a dying man, 

Heart. True! All his time will be little enough 
don't put him into a paſſion now. we 

Mode. Fools and cuckolds--- Your pity is as con- 
temptible as your ſcorn—-Sir, Sir, why do you treat 
me thus? 

Flora. Shall J fend for Mr. Puzzletext? He will 
give you ſome wholeſome, ghoſtly advice, Poor 
creature, how he looks! | 

Mode. Inſulting devill 

Flora. He will ſhew you, in a clear light, the folly 
of wenching. ny 

Heart. Have you no feeling, George? no ſenſe 
of your condition ? 

Mode. Faith, my friend, barbarous as thou art, I 
have a heart that yet relents for thee, tho" thou art. 
thus unkind: 1 would not live, methinks, to fee 
thee hen peck'd round the pariſh, hunted like a era- 
ven by a pulletof thy own dunghill : No, free thyſelf 
like a man=--Burn powder firſt, ſaith do; diſpatch 
an ounce of lead thro' thy unthinking pi mater, and 
ſleep quietly once for all. | 

Free. He raves, poor man, he raves. 

Flora. Send for the parſon quickly, before his rea- 
ſon fails, He looks very wildly, 

Heart. Ay--<he may try at leaſt to make him feel. 

Free. Ah—— am afraid his conſcience is very 
callous. | +" "ap 

Heart. Suppoſe we ſend for a doctor and a fur» 

eon 
: Free.. And breathe a vein, and purge, and ſhave--- 
Where's Sir John? 


4 Mode. Pox 0 the parſody the doctor, the furgeon, 
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codſe, yo rg very well for yourſelf----I did not 
Knop you . 20 

Give-you joy, Sir, give you joy | 
ſtolen a fortune, and did not know it; very good, 
very good, , 


f 1 Cagi. An'it pleaſe your worſhip, 
vagrom that we bave taken upon diſpoſition of his 


- What! how! Madam Aura, as I live | What whim, 


| Tojoiced to ſee theeg faith I am! Buſs ad, 1 
never was ſo much in love with thee in my life, 


* moſt obedient— Joy, Madam, joy ! Freehold, faith, 


- troth; Ii in a horrible cold ſweat juſt now, tho 


"a dee, in full aſſurance (as ſome ladies have) that 
Pour cherms will reduce him 


299 
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Into 2 diteh, the can't 


* 


* * 
%% <w 


ede open; fefve me faithfully at leaſt two Whole 
1 *wehchs 


be pelted by every clown in the hundred 


in the fields, when a ſtar ſhot, and rook me up into 
it's orb. 


tty. 
What will you driak? Codſo! Where is Tim? 


e Hold; Sir, I have 


e 


eee 


— 
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Enter Sir John. 
Sir John. Give you joy, couſin Betty, give youjoy: 
-bugting all this while--- 


ou went a h - 
What, you have 


x” 
Heart. An accident only, Sir John; I was walking 


Sir Fobn, That is nonſonſe but tis pretty, very 


Come, gentlemen, what will you drink? 


Where is Tim? Odd, we will be very merry; I am 
heartily glad of this affair; every man ſhall buy a 
pair of new lungs; we'll hut ourſelves up, remove 
the cellar into the great hall, and make one conti - 
nual roar of joy that ſhall laſt a twelvemogth. 

. Heart. Sir, here's an angry perſon, an acquaintance 
of mine, who has committed a gentleman's murder, 
_ is in great haſte for his mittimus; pray diſpatch 


Sir Fobn. Codſo, I am ſorry for it; pray let me 
know the caſo =. 1 ons +. dads. MA —— 
Enter Conflable with Aura priſon * 

ere's another 


concerns in the ſaid murder, and ſo having piſtols in 
his pockets, we ha' brought him afore your worſhip. 

. Sir Fobn, Bring him nearer ; ſhew me his face. 
Codſo, à pretty young fellow! let me look at him. 


whatchimera, what adventure put thee intothishabic? 

Mode. Ha! —Aural—alive too, in my little Hec- 
tor's clothes, F vow to gad—Tol, lol, dol, — 
Heark'e, my little reprobate bully I am ſurprizingly 


Aura. Will you raviſh me again, Mr. Modely : 
Hub. Odd if you do, Il ſwinge you. 


- Mods, Heartwell, how doſt? Madam Flora, your 


thou art a very clever old gentleman.——Sir John, 
I rejoice to ſee you——l am prodigiouſly pleated, in 


my proud heart would not own it. 
Flora. Ah, if they could but frighten you into ſo- 
briety once. | 
Made. I ſhould fine into a huſband ; tho' faith, I 
find a- ftrange- tir, within me about that whimſical 
girl there i heark'e, Madam, dare you venture upon 


Aura. And ſo fall a martyr to my pride iaſtead of 
my virtue. dale 
ſome intereſt here, and | 
don't-think you tame enough yet to be marry'd— 
Bat if the girl is fooliſh enough to venture, why let 
her owr inclinations lead her: and then if ſhe falls 
in of her guide. 
<1 Murs, Indeed | ſhall not give you that opportunity 
of being reveng 4. 
Perhaps the puniſhment may be mine; try 
me truſt me ſinse Icen have you no other way. 

Aura. I tell vou, Fir j you muſt, before I date give 


a 


f_we like one another 


jews our for- | 


apd-then,j 
av well as we do 200 Why, we'll 


* 


table, tunes and our inclination 


The Duke of Gaſcona 
grace did me the honoure--But he was mod bara. 
roully treated. I am in hopes of catching em: if dg... 


buſy, 
your houſe laſt night? 


why! 1 am ſtruck dumb, ay, really, quite ſpeechleſs, 
— Why, could a man who looked ſo like quality, 
d'ye ſee---Well, well, tis an impudent, a very inmpu« 
dent age, and verily thou art the moſt impudent fel. 
low in ĩt-Codſo, lil have thee hanged in thy blue gu- 


dient humble ſervant, and return you my molt hear- 
ty thanks for the particular favours you have beſtow. 
ed on the moſt unworthy of your creatures : heak 
ye, poltraon, did you never hear of ſcandalum nag - 
natum, and ſo forth? But what can you Jay for youre 
ſelf now, hah ? 


which you treated me, under that feigned charadter 
I bore, ruck ſo warmly upon my mind, I could net 
bear the compuaRjon I felt even from my ſucceſs; 
and thus I throw myſelf upon your mercy, am ready 
to reſtore all I have wrong d you of, and only beg 
your forgiveneſs. 


NN. 


„ e 


LASSES. 


* _— T 
— 
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Ade. And jog on In the road of dur fathers, * 
Aura, Amen. OW ly. | ' = 
Mode. So be it. | P 
Flora. I am ſorry to hear your misfortune; in our 


abſence, it ſeems, the houſe was robbed. [ To Sir John. 


Sir Jobs. Cod ſo. A r 5 4 villainous ſtory, couſin. 


Tay hgee laf night, hi 


Enter Lurcher te Sir John. 
Lurch. Sir, if you pleaſe, one word. 
Sir Jabs. Well, what have you to ſay ? I am ver 
What would you have, friend ? 
Lurch. Had not you a man of quality lodg'd in 


Sir John. Yes, 1 had, Sir; and what then? what 
Lurch. You have a nephew. [then } 
Sir Jobn. Ha! what! | 
Lurch, That man of quality was your nephew, 
Sir Jabs. And you are he! Ay, tis ſo, tis ſo; 


r and Briſtol ſtones for a theatrical peer as thou art, 
Lurch. Pleaſe to hear me one word, Sir. 
Sir Jobn. Ay, ay,---1 am your grace s moſt obe- 


Lurch. Sir, I ſay that uncommon generoſity with 


Sir Jobn.. This.is frankly done, very genetouly 


done, indeed——In troth, the rogue touches me, 


he has almoſt brought tears into my eyes; 1 1445 
he has — What ſhall I do? Ali. 
Lurch. Neceſſity drove hard My crediton 


threatened me howly with a gaol—Nature prompts 
ed me tv ſtruggle with every difficulty; if you c 


have a favourable thought of me 
Sir Jabs. I profeſs the young knave hat cvs 
vered—i profeſs he ha Tarning to Luccher,] 
Welt, Dick, I do, I do forgive thee -I profeſs u 
heart is ſo full it runs over at my eyes. , 
Lurch. Your extreme goodneſs covers me wit 
confuſion. e 
Sir Fobn. Well, will your grace giſmifs the ng 
muffins of your train, pay the raſcals, and ſend un 
home to their wives? 
Heart. Let theſe accidents 3 George, hereafiey 
when you ſhall pleaſe to think, make you remede 
ber, that there is no real laſting good but in vin 
and that the greateſt bappineſy, below conſiſts, bows 
ever libertines and half-wits may affe ct to ridicu 
it, in honourable ore... 
When heaven conſpicuous merit would regath 
A virtuous waman is the great reward: 
This lovely bleſſing ſweeteng life alone, 
Sooths all our illa, and keeps hard fortune dowdi 
Olves ye an antzpaik of joys above, _ 
- Beauty and virtue, harmony and, lote. | 


